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The material on which this biography is based was 
gathered in the course of research that spanned eleven 
years and followed Dr. Bethune’s life from Gravenhurst, 
Ontario, through most of the cities of Canada, the major 
cities of the United States, to Britain, France, Spain, Italy, 
Austria, Switzerland, the Soviet Union and finally China. 
Both of us had to acquaint ourselves with Bethune’s Ca¬ 
nadian background, the origins of the Spanish war of 
1936—1939, the evolution of modern China, the wide 
interplay of world events which helped shape Bethune’s 
life and to which he reacted in his own characteristic 
manner. Though Bethune first won international fame 
as a thoracic surgeon, he was also in varying degrees a 
painter, poet, soldier, critic, teacher, lecturer, inventor, 
medical writer and theorist. He lived on many levels, 
had many careers, was involved with many people, and 
became a stormy petrel of some of the decisive hap¬ 
penings of our era. 

One of us, Ted Allan, knew Bethune intimately and 
shared with him part of the agony of the Spanish war. 
Sydney Gordon knew him only casually in Montreal 
but followed his career closely until his death. We were 
thus in the fortunate position of being able to combine 
the subjective insight of an intimate friend with the 
detached objectivity of an observer. From the beginning, 
then, we can lay claim to having known Bethune from 
both the “inside” and the “outside.” 

He left behind him so many vivid memoirs, diaries, 
letters and other writings that he exercised a potent 
posthumous influence on the style of this book and made 
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our task immeasurably simpler. In general, we have 
avoided using explanatory notes because in compiling 
our sources for statements, conversations and incidents, 
we found that our footnotes were so numerous as to 
constitute almost another book! Therefore, wherever a 
source is not given we would like the reader to know that 
all the conversations were either heard by one of us, de¬ 
scribed in Bethune’s letters, or recalled by his intimates. 

Often, in the course of the book, we refer to Bethune’s 
thoughts: his innermost feelings. In every case we are 
paraphrasing his own words, or actually quoting them as 
they appeared in his letters and diaries, or as he ex¬ 
pressed them to one of the authors or to a friend. In the 
acknowledgments we have listed many people who have 
helped us to make this book possible. But here, without 
any invidious comparisons, we feel it necessary to single 
out a few names for special mention. These include his 
mother, the late Mrs. Elizabeth Ann Bethune, his 
brother, the late Malcolm Bethune. and his sister, Mrs. 
Janet Stiles, who supplied us with all the necessary 
early family data. Frances Campbell Penney, Bethune’s 
former wife, gave us much valuable information which 
would otherwise have been unavailable. 

To four people we arc indebted for the fact that the 
material on Bethune s life in China is in many respects 
the most detailed and the most documented. Tung Yueh 
Chian, his “other self.” his interpreter and friend who 
was with him during most of his life in China, supplied 
us with invaluable personal notes. Soong Ching-ling 
(Madame Sun ’l at-sen), whose preface opens our book, 
was instrumental in having all of Bethune’s papers and 
diaries, during his stay in China, made available to us. 
Israel Epstein, author of perhaps the best book on the 
background of modern China 1 in the English language, 
deserves special thanks for his untiring efforts to as¬ 
semble Bethune’s papers and diaries. Without his work 

1 7 he Unfinished Revolution m China. 



in China and the additional notes and documents sup¬ 
plied by Madame Sun, it would have been difficult to 
describe Bethune’s last, climactic years. 

In addition, we were immeasurably helped by the 
lengthy published chronicle written by the Chinese 
writer Chou En Fou on Bethune's work in China. Chou’s 
firsthand account was important corroborative material 
for Bethune’s personal diaries, especially with regard 
to events nowhere else as yet described in any language. 
Chou’s chronicle, as well as other unpublished Chinese 
material, was translated for us by Gerald Chen (Chen 
Wei Shi). 

Further, this book received the wholehearted co-oper¬ 
ation of Bethune’s medical colleagues, many of them 
now world-famous in their respective fields. We refer 
particularly to his colleagues in the American Tuber¬ 
culosis Association, the Council of the American Asso¬ 
ciation of Thoracic Surgery, the University of Toronto, 
McGill University. Trudeau Sanatorium (Saranac Lake, 
N.Y.), the Royal Victoria Hospital (Montreal), the Sa- 
cr6 Coeur Hospital, the Federal Department of Health 
and Pensions, and of the Montreal Medico-Chirurgical 
Society. While the book has been checked by seven differ¬ 
ent physicians, we assume all responsibilities for any 
medical errors. 

Dr. Norman Bethune is a hero in lands far from his 
birthplace. His name is celebrated by 500,000.000 
Chinese, the great masses of people in the rest of Asia, 
by veterans of fascism’s first attack on democratic Spain, 
by medical men in North and South America and Europe, 
by those who already know of his exploits. His life 
spanned the world. His talents were freely given to all 
men. He died in the cause of international brotherhood. 
As fellow Canadians, we take pride in presenting his 
story to the world. 

Toronto, 1952 the authors 
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PREFACE 


In comparison with the human world of past times, our 
world is highly complex. Because of its highly developed 
communications, events in every part of the globe 
and of human society are closely interconnected. There 
are no isolated disasters and there is no progress that 
docs not help the progress of all. 

This situation is reflected in the minds of men. The 
contents of men’s minds have also become world-wide 
in scope and complexity. It is not enough for a man, 
seeking the welfare of his own people and country, to 
consider his domestic situation in relation to his imme¬ 
diate neighbors. World trends encompass every one of 
us, and it is by participating in them and contributing 
to them that we influence our own future. The highest 
task before men’s minds today is to understand, to fight 
against the forces of regression and death, to strengthen 
and convert into reality the possibilities which our world 
offers, as no previous world has offered, for a fuller life 
for all men. 

The hero in any age is one who carries out with a sur¬ 
passing degree of devotion, determination, courage, and 
skill the main tasks with which his times challenge every 
man. Today these tasks are world-wide, and the con¬ 
temporary hero — whether he works at home or in a 
foreign land - is a world hero, not only in historical 
retrospect but now. 

Norman Bethune was such a hero. He lived, worked 
and fought in three countries — in Canada, which was 
his native land: in Spain, where forward-looking men 
of all nations flocked to fight in the first great people’s 
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resistance to the darkness of Nazism and fascism; and 
in China, where he helped our guerrilla armies to cap¬ 
ture and build new bases of national freedom and democ¬ 
racy in territory which the military fascists of Japan 
fondly hoped they had conquered, and where he helped us 
forge the mighty people’s army which finally liberated 
all China. In a special sense he belongs to the peoples of 
these three countries. In a larger sense he belongs to all 
who fight against oppression of nations and of peoples. 

Norman Bethunc was a doctor, and he fought with 
and within his profession with the weapons he knew 
best. He was an expert and a pioneer in his own science 
— he kept his weapons sharp and fresh. And he devoted 
his great skill, consciously and consistently, to the van¬ 
guards of the struggle against fascism and imperialism. 
To him fascism was the disease holding a greater evil 
for mankind than any other, a plague that destroys 
minds and bodies by tens of millions, and by denying the 
value of man also denies the value of all the sciences which 
have arisen to minister to man’s health, vigor and growth. 

The value of the techniques Norman Bethune taught 
his Chinese students under Japanese gunfire was deter¬ 
mined by the purpose for which they were used. Ger¬ 
many and Japan were countries of high technical de¬ 
velopment, but because they were led by enemies of 
human progress their science and their skills brought only 
misfortune to mankind. Fighters for the people have the 
duty of attaining the highest technical skill, because only 
in their hands can technique really serve man. 

Dr. Bethune was the first medical inan to bring blood 
banks to the battlefields, and his transfusions saved the 
lives of hundreds of fighters for the Spanish Republic. 
In China he launched and practiced the slogan, “Doctors! 
Go to the wounded! Do not wait for them to come to 
you.” In an environment totally different, and far more 
backward than Spain, he organized a procedure of guer¬ 
rilla medical service that saved tens of thousands 
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of our best and bravest. His plans and practice were 
based not only on medical science and experience, but 
also on military and political study and experience on 
the fronts of the people’s war. Bethune in Spain and 
China was a pioneer in the battlefield of medicine. 

He understood thoroughly the conditions, strategy, 
tactics and terrain of the struggle, and he knew what 
could be expected of medical workers who were free 
men. fighting beside other free men for their homes and 
their future. The doctors, nurses and orderlies whom 
he trained learned to regard themselves not only as 
technical auxiliaries but as front-line soldiers, with 
tasks as responsible and important as those of the fight¬ 
ing branches. 

These things Dr. Bethune accomplished amid condi¬ 
tions such as no medical man without a broad under¬ 
standing of his tasks could possibly have coped with. He 
accomplished them in mountain villages in the most 
primitive parts of China, almost without any previous 
knowledge of the language, of the people among whom 
he worked, and without any strength in his own tuber¬ 
culosis-ravaged body apart from his burning conviction 
and iron will. 

His broad world understanding, the sources of power 
that he drew from it, were the things that give his work 
more universal meaning for our time than that of other 
medical heroes who labored against similar heart-break¬ 
ing conditions, such as Father Damien or Dr. Grenfell 
in Labrador. 

What killed Dr. Bethune/ Dr. Bethune fell in the fight 
against fascism and reaction to which he had given his 
passion, skill and strength. The region in which he 
worked was not only blockaded by the Japanese enemy. 
It was blockaded also by Chiang Kai-shek’s reactionary 
government which had always been ready to compro¬ 
mise victory rather than fight a people’s war. The men 
whom Bethune fought for were adjudged unworthy not 
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only of arms and ammunition but even of medical 
supplies to heal their wounded. They died of infections 
because they could not receive modern antidotes. 

Bethune died of septicemia, the result of operating 
without rubber gloves and of having no sulfa drugs for 
treatment. 

The International Peace Hospitals which Dr. Bethune 
founded now work under new conditions — China, at 
last, is free. But after Bethune died his appointed suc¬ 
cessor, Dr. Kisch, who worked beside him in Spain, was 
prevented by Chiang Kai-shek's blockade from assum¬ 
ing his post. Dr. Kotnis of the Indian Medical Units, 
who finally took up the directorship of one of Dr. Bc- 
. thune’s hospitals and valiantly carried on his work, also 
died at his post — again because there were no drugs on 
hand to treat him. Dr. Bethune and Dr. Kotnis were two 
among many victims, who, were it not for the blockade, 
might still be living and fighting in the cause of the 
world’s free peoples. 

I am very happy to introduce the life of Dr. Norman 
Bethune to greater numbers of people than have hitherto 
been able to acquaint themselves with the life of this 
hero of our time, who symbolizes so nobly the common 
stake of all people in the fight for freedom. His life, 
death and heritage have been particularly close to me. 
not only because of the great services he performed in 
our people’s war of national liberation, but also because 
of my own activity in the China Welfare League of 
which I am chairman. The League has been directed to¬ 
ward securing support for the Bethune Peace Hospital 
and Bethune Medical School network that carries on his 
work and his memory. 

The new China will never forget Dr. Bethune. He was 
one of those who helped us become free. His work and 
his memory will remain with us forever. 

SoONG ClIINC-LING (MADAME SUN Yat-SEN) 
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PART ONE 


Death and Birth 


1 

Hopei, North China ... 

They brought him out of the hills over the twisting, 
narrow passes where the enemy feared to set foot and 
where the horses no longer led but followed. 

They carried him on one of the litters for the wounded. 
At first he had waved aside the litter-bearers with an - 
angry toss of his head and mounted his brown mare, 
sitting in the saddle with his left arm dragging. But be¬ 
fore they had gone many li from Sky-Kissing Peak he 
had fallen into a dead faint. When he awoke to find 
himself on a stretcher suspended from two crossbars, 
moving rhythmically with the motion of the litter- 
bearers. he only rolled his eyes to look at them and made 
no protest. 

For a day and a night they crawled up and down the 
mountain wasteland of West Hopei, a silent, dogged 
caravan of men. horses, and mules. By day the Novem¬ 
ber sun was like a great, single eye, filmed over as if 
with tears, staring at them out of furrowed brows of 
clouds. At night the stars hung low above the cliffs, as 
if to touch them with a cold warmth and light their way. 
By day and by night it seemed they need only reach out 
to touch the sky. With the sound of artillery still echo¬ 
ing like distant thunder behind them, they made their 
way through dust, through mists spread out over the hol¬ 
lows like silvery lakes, passes cut out of sheer rock, wild 
brush where every step was a struggle. Then they broke 
out of the towering mountains, and stocky Tung Yuch 
Chian, leading now on the brown mare, raised his hand. 
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They halted, gazing at the broad valley below, and 
Fong spoke: 

“It will be Yellow Stone Village there,’’ he said, 
pointing, and they began the descent. 

For an hour they zigzagged down the mountainside 
until they could clearly see the brown houses of Yellow 
Stone Village and the tiny figures racing in from the 
fields. When they reached the valley a crowd had gath¬ 
ered at the northern gate, and as they approached the 
village a triumphant cheer echoed through the valley. 
“Pai Ghu En! Pai Chu En!” 

At the edge of the village the people chanted the 
name, waving their hands and smiling broadly. But as 
the brown mare reached the gate and the caravan en¬ 
tered, the shouts of welcome died on their lips. With 
troubled faces they watched Fong, slumped forward in 
the saddle, his head bowed, pain and defeat in his eyes. 
They moved apart to let Fong pass, murmuring among 
themselves. Where was Pai Chu En? Why did the pro¬ 
cession enter the village so silently? Why did the litter- 
bearers walk with their eyes fixed on the ground? Then 
they saw the stretcher coming slowly through the gate, 
and their faces grew wrinkled with torment and 
disbelief. 

Tung reined in the marc, the caravan came to a stop, 
the litter-bearers knelt to lower the stretcher carefully 
to the ground, hanging their heads as if they felt them¬ 
selves accountable for their burden. 

The villagers slowly assembled about the stretcher. 
Yes, it was Pai Chu En, the foreign one. White Seek 
Grace. Only two weeks ago he had passed like a whirl¬ 
wind through the village, his proud, white head held 
high as he galloped before the caravan into the hills. 
Only two weeks ago he had left for the front, and now 
he lay before them, his head thrown back, his eyes shut, 
his beard pointing towards the sky. They looked on in 
baffled silence. Yes, it was Pai Chu En, but how could 
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this be — that he should lie here like the dead? In all the 
liberated areas he had worked his wonders. His face 
had lit up the villages of Shansi. He had blazed his way 
across the Middle Plain, across Hopei and Shensi. He 
had made fools of the invaders even in the occupied 
territories. His name had been like a sword against the 
enemy. Could this be? 

They looked to Tung for a sign that all would be 
well, then looked bade at Pai Chu En. Surely of all the 
wonders he had performed he had some still left for 
himself; surely he would rise up in a moment, straight 
and erect, with the awe and power of a pillar of fire, his 
white mane towering above them, his arms outstretched 
to reassure them, his green eyes smiling as always. But 
as they watched he twisted suddenly in pain, tearing the 
blankets from him, and they saw the bandages and the 
path of hideously discolored, swollen flesh reaching to 
the shoulder. 

They fell back with a groan, the children clinging to 
their elders’ legs, the litter-bearers wincing. 

Pai Chu En opened his eyes as if from a deep sleep, 
raised himself up on an elbow and looked about till he 
saw Tung. He spoke for a while in the strange language 
that only Tung understood, and fell back wearily again. 

Tung dismounted and faced the villagers. “We must 
stop here,'’ he said heavily. “We are a day and a night 
from the front without pause. He can travel no further. He 
must have rest so that he can defeat his great sickness.” 

One of the elders stepped forward. He stood before 
the stretcher and bowed gravely in the traditional Hopei 
;uanner. “At first we thought it might be the enemy 
coming out of the hills, and we were filled with worry,” 
he said. “Then we recognized the brown mare and the 
litter-bearers, and we were filled with joy. Now we are 
filled with grief . . . Better that it should have been the 
enemy, better Chinn Pi Chin g Y’ch ,' better that our 

1 The slogan ot "scordicd earth." 
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homes should now be ashes, and our families scattered in 
the mountains, than that you should return to us in this 
suffering.” 

Pai Chu En turned his head and extended his hand 
vaguely. 

“We must have a suitable place,” Tung said, “till we 
are able to move him again.” 

The old man rose. “At the house cf Yu the landlord. 
His is the best house in the village.” 

They followed the stretcher to Yu’s courtyard, wait¬ 
ing outside, while the children watched their elders, 
quick to read the signs on their parents’ faces, sensitive 
to the menace hanging over the valley, the mountains 
of Hopei, the whole vast world of China, and wonder¬ 
ing now at the sorrow more terrible than the enemy that 
had cast its shadow over the village. . . . 

Late in the afternoon there was a second alarm. This 
time it was a messenger hastening through the moun¬ 
tains from Staff Headquarters. He had set out on direct 
orders from General Nieh as soon as Headquarters had 
received the wireless message from the front the day 
before. The news had caused great consternation, and 
had been relayed to Mao Tse-tung in Yenan immedi¬ 
ately. General Nieh had been instructed in urgent mes¬ 
sages from Yenan to keep Chu Teh and Mao Tse-tung 
informed of all developments, and to spare no cost in 
the effort to get Pai Chu En safely to Staff Headquar¬ 
ters. Though worn and hungry from his journey the 
messenger refused food impatiently. “Pai Chu En is ill, 
and in Wu Tai Shan and Yenan they are waiting for 
word,” he said. “Do you know what our men will say if 
anything goes wrong, and do you offer me food? 1 want 
to see him at once.” 

Fong led Nich’s representative into the house, think¬ 
ing it would be good for Pai Chu En to know that the 
vigil was being kept not only here, beside the k'ang 2 in 

2 A low brick or clay oven which also serves as a bed. 


- Allan/Gordon, The Scalpel 
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die house of Yu, not only here in Yellow Stone Village, 
not only at Sky-Kissing Peak, where the men had 
watched him leave with the sickness upon him, but in all 
the territories of Chin-Cha-Chi. 

The villagers waited for word, but as the hours passed 
and the two remained in the house, they slipped away. 
The men returned to the fields, turning often as they 
worked to shield their eyes from the sun and look back 
at the village with a preoccupied air. From their mea¬ 
ger stores the women brought baskets of chicken, millet 
pancakes, eggs, vegetables, leaving them at ^ u s door. 
In the single rutted street the children hushed one an¬ 
other at their play.Shou, the “little devil,’’ 3 crept to Pai 
Chu En’s door, refusing to leave and asking all who 
went in or out, “Will he be well enough to leave tomor¬ 
row? Shall I bring him some food? Can I ask him if he 
would like some food?’’ 

All through the night Fong remained in the room. In 
the morning he came out with a distracted look on his 
long face and made off rapidly through the village. 
Tung found him outside the village gate, sitting on a 
rock, gazing vacantly into the distance. Tung squatted 
silently beside him, tracing patterns in the dusty earth 
with a stick. The sun was still hidden behind the moun¬ 
tains. The first faint sounds of life came from the village. 

“How is he now?” Tung asked the question without 
looking up. 

Fong buried his head in his hands. “My heart was 
filled with gladness that I was able to attend our teacher. 
Now it has turned to stone. lie is very sick and I am 
helpless.” He raised his head. “What shall we tell Gen¬ 
eral Nieh and Mao Tse-tung?” 

“He called me his ‘other self,’” Tung said, “and it 
seems as if I am dying too. We must go back to him. We 
must not let him die.” 

* Boys under sixteen tv ho accompanied the Red Army on the "Long 
March" were nicknamed "little devils." 
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In the courtyard Tung found a rough bench, placed it 
beneath the window of Pai Chu En’s room and took up 
the vigil. 

Night came. A shadow glided through the court¬ 
yard. “This is the house where Pai Chu En lies?” a voice 
whispered. 

“Yes.” Tung turned to see a young man in the padded 
blue cotton of the guerrillas. 

“We are a detachment of the People’s Guard,” the 
soldier said. “We are passing through on our way to 
Sky-Kissing Peak. In the village they have told us the 
grief-heavy news. In the name of Pai Chu En we have 
adopted a resolution of self-sacrifice. Our whole unit 
has pledged that when we reach the front we will offer 
ourselves for any duty as an example to the others — 
self-sacrifice till death, if necessary. . . . You will tell 
Pai Chu En?” 

“Yes,” Tung said. “I will tell him.” 

The soldier saluted and mardied silently into the 
night. Then Fong came to sit beside Tung, asking, “Has 
he called?” 

“No,” Tung said. “He lies quietly. Once he rose to sit 
at the table, writing.. ..” 

“It is strange that he should still have strength to rise, 
or to sit at the table.” Fong sat sunk in thought, looking 
in at the room bathed in the cherry glow of the k'arig 
fire. “What would he write now? What is in his mind, 
I wonder?” 

“Perhaps the bitterness of things he remembers,” 
Tung said. “It is a night of many stars, such as always 
pleased him, and I have heard from him as many mem¬ 
ories as there arc stars. In the mountains, when the 
night sky was like the jeweled ceiling of a Buddhist 
temple, he would say to me: 'My other self, these Hopei 
nights arc like the nights I knew when 1 was a boy in my 
own country. ...’ Always his other self. . . . And now 
there was a soldier here . . . from a unit passing through. 


2* 
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They go with a resolution of self-sacrifice in the name 
of Pai Chu En. So they too are his other selves. . . 

“/ — you — they . . . But let us go in . . . We must not 
leave him any longer. . . 

Tung began to weep, quietly, without shame. “I shall 
come in a moment . . . Forgive my weak tears. They are 
a spring that will soon run dry. It is more bitter for him 
than for all the others I have seen. If he dies he will be 
dying the second time. And he is only 49 years old. Do 
you understand? Every man dies — so many of our own 
have died — but all of us have one life and one passing, 
and he has had many lives and this is his second death. 
Did you know? — This is the second time he is dying, 
and there are not enough tears in all China to mourn 
his second passing. . . .” 

Fong rose heavily. “Not in all China,” he said. “No, 
Comrade Tung, not in all the world will there be enough 
tears. . . 


Detroit, U.S.A. 1926. . . . 

He was thirty-six years old, and according to the 
medical evidence he was dying. 

He lay in his bed, and considered how it had all 
started and was now ending. 

History would pass him by without the merest foot¬ 
note, he told himself, not knowing that even in 1926 
history was already marshaling great lands and obscure 
men for wars, revolts, mass murder, heroism. Nor did 
he know that he would yet taste the rushing darkness 
of death a second time; that some day one quarter of 
the human race would sing his name as Pai Chu En; 
that in mountain wildernesses he had never heard of, 
a man called Tung would watch over him recalling this, 
his first “dying.” 

There would come a time when he himself would 
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write: “It is not given to many men to face death, to 
learn the truth of one’s life in facing death — and then 
to live.” But now he knew only that he was dying, and 
that all his years had gone to waste. He told himself he 
didn’t give a damn. But why, he asked himself, had it 
happened? 

During the long Detroit nights, ghostly with the 
sounds and lights of the street below his window, he 
tossed between his tortured dreams and bitter wakings, 
exploring the chaotic pattern of his life, gritting his 
teeth against remorse and self-pity, searching endlessly 
for the clues to his defeat, and counting the search his 
only valid last will and testament. 

He remembered many faces, cities, hurts, vanities. He 
remembered home, the war, flight to Bohemia, de¬ 
baucheries and exaltation, work, the thrill of flesh and 
clay in his hands, love turning moldy, fierce yearnings, 
frenzy, despair. Where, in the wilderness called living, 
had he lost his way? And why? 


3 

The manse, the frame church, the lakes he had loved to 
swim in, the hills where he had chased butterflies — they 
were part of Gravenhurst, Ontario, where he was born, 
and of his childhood. 

He remembered them all, and also the legends about 
the Bethunes who had migrated from northern France 
to Scotland in the mid-sixteenth century. They had been 
French Huguenots — nonconformists, he often thought 
with secret satisfaction, even three hundred years ago. 
For two centuries they gave Scotland doctors, teachers 
and clergymen, some becoming Hereditary Physicians 
to the Lords of the Isle of Skye. Then, in the eighteenth 
century, they migrated to Canada, where a Bethune 
became an Anglican bishop, the first Anglican in a long 


21 



line of Presbyterians. Another Bethune became a prin¬ 
cipal of McGill University. Still another, Norman’s 
grandfather, turned to medicine and became one of 
Toronto’s outstanding surgeons. 

Pie remembered the stories told of his grandfather — 
of his strong views, unorthodoxy and scientific inclina¬ 
tions — and how the memory had served him as a child¬ 
hood goal. And he remembered, above all, his father, 
with his passion for the written and spoken word, and 
his mother, combining tenderness and strength with the 
quiet faith she had always had that he was destined for 
great things. 

At the age of twenty-one. his father, Malcolm Nichol¬ 
son Bethune, had turned his back on the family tradi¬ 
tions of medicine, pulpit and teaching for the more 
worldly pursuit of business. In I8S0 he took ship for 
Hawaii with an older brother, Angus, to buy an orange 
grove and make his fortune. But in Honolulu he met 
Elizabeth Ann Goodwin, a Presbyterian missionary. The 
meeting changed his life. 

Miss Goodwin was the daughter of an English cabinet¬ 
maker. 1 At the age of ten she had distributed religious 
pamphlets on the streets of her native London. At 
twenty-one she left England to become a missionary in 
Hawaii. She was filled with a vast love for mankind, a 
vast determination to save the heathen and spread the 
word of Christ. She turned her persuasiveness loose on 
Malcolm with such overwhelming effects that he was 
converted to the church of his fathers, returned to 
Toronto with her blinding vision, and abandoned 
all thoughts of orange groves and fortunes in a flow of 
letters to Honolulu asking her to marry him. 

His persuasiveness was equal to hers. She soon fol¬ 
lowed him to Canada and married him. 

In 1SSS their marriage was doubly climaxed: their 

’ Henry Goodwin. 
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first child, Janet, was born, and Malcolm entered Knox 
College to become a minister. The transformation in his 
life, begun in Hawaii, was now complete. After he had 
been ordained he moved his small family to the northern 
Ontario town of Gravenhurst, where he took over the 
duties of his first congregation. And here, on a blustery 
March day in 1890, in the Presbyterian manse, a hundred 
yards up a dirt road from the clapboard church, Henry 
Norman Bethune was born —their first son. 2 

As a preacher Malcolm Bethune held strongly per¬ 
sonal views. Though he was to win more than ordinary 
recognition for his powerfully delivered sermons, he 
refused all calls to wealthy congregations. “The rich,” 
he said, “are too worldly.” He would only accept pul¬ 
pits in communities where he considered the people 
closer to his precepts of Christian living. As a result, his 
ministry took the family from one small Ontario town 
to another in relatively quick succession. 

When Norman was two years old the Reverend 
Malcolm Bethune was transferred to Beaverton, then to 
Toronto, then, over a period of years, to Aylmer, Blind 
River, Sault Sainte Marie, Owen Sound and finally back 
to Toronto again. But for years Norman spent his sum¬ 
mers at Gravenhurst. Here, in the Muskoka Lakes, he 
developed a passion for swimming. Here, too. he 
showed his first delight with the forests and the summer 
skies. 

Wherever the Bethune family found itself, home life 
was stimulating, rich and warm. For years a favorite 
diversion of the family was a word game. As they 
assembled for supper, each child who properly pro¬ 
nounced and defined a new word received a prize of 
five cents. Norman usually ran off with the prize, but 
shared his wealth with his older sister and younger 
brother. Another game that was Norman’s alone was 
the moving of furniture. He loved to rearrange every 

1 Tbcir third child, Malcolm, was born three years later. 
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room according to his own notions of form and color. 
The family considered him somewhat young to assume 
the role of interior decorator, but patiently indulged 
his fancies. 

From his earliest years his venturesome spirit and 
his intention of being a surgeon were taken for granted. 
By the time he was eight he had begun the messy but 
scientifically necessary job of dissecting flics and chicken 
bones. Later his personal investigation of anatomy led 
his mother to an investigation of her own when a dread¬ 
ful odor suddenly pervaded the house one afternoon. 
She traced it to the attic, where she found Norman 
carefully cutting away the flesh from a cow’s leg he had 
just boiled. “What are you doing?” she asked in amaze¬ 
ment. Laconically, he replied, “I’m getting the flesh off 
so I can examine the bones. They’ll make good speci¬ 
mens.” She hurriedly left him to his scientific pursuits 
and later that day he placed the bones along the fence 
in the bade yard to dry. It was also at the age of eight 
that he ceremoniously announced that he was no longer 
to be called Henry, but Norman, and hung the brass 
plate of his surgeon grandfather and namesake on his 
bedroom door. 

When the family first settled in Toronto he was only 
seven but he fell in love with the big city. Once, on a 
shopping tour with his mother, he stole away and was 
brought bade by a policeman hours later. His frantic 
mother asked him what had happened. He smiled 
misdiievously. “I wanted to see what it would be like to 
be lost. So I went up and told the policeman I was lost. 
It was fun.” 

During the next few years his curiosity and love of 
adventure took on bolder proportions. He managed to 
transform the bucolic pursuit of butterflies into a 
dangerous sport. Once, outside of Gravenhurst, he led 
his younger brother, Malcolm, up a steep cliff at the 
top of which he had spied a butterfly. Halfway up, when 
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the going became rough, he told Malcolm to wait for 
him. Slipping, clutching rocks, roots, bushes, he pulled 
himself to the summit as Malcolm cried out in fear and 
warning. When he came down, the butterfly in his hand, 
he said breathlessly, “There are two things about catch¬ 
ing butterflies, Malcolm. First, there’s the catching. 
Then there’s the butterfly itself.” Twice, on similar 
'sorties, he fell and broke his leg. At the age of ten, when 
the family was vacationing on Georgian Bay, he watched 
his father swim across the bay at Honey Harbor. 
The next day he tried it himself and was saved from 
drowning by his father, who came up in a boat just 
in time. But the following year Norman swam the 
harbor. 

His father grew increasingly nervous at his son’s 
disregard for danger but the mother’s calmer view 
prevailed. “He must learn to take chances,” she said, 
“so let him do what he wants and learn that way.” 

His early education was spread over a number of 
schools and towns, but he finally graduated from the 
Jesse Ketchum Public School in Toronto and the Owen 
Sound Collegiate High School. When he was ready for 
college, the Bethuncs moved back to Toronto so that 
Norman, and Malcolm soon after, would be able to go 
to the University of Toronto. 

New winds were blowing across the oceans to the 
Dominion. The very year of Norman’s birth saw 
completion of the first railroad linking the vast ex¬ 
panse of Canada. During Norman’s childhood, Sir 
Wilfrid Lauricr emerged to express in increasingly 
articulate terms the country’s maturing nationhood. The 
steel and smoke of industry spread across the country, 
drawing billions of dollars in British and American 
investments. Great waves of immigration from Europe 
brought farmers to the empty plains of the west and 
laborers to the factories of the cast. Across the Great 
Lakes steamers carried the prize wheat of the prairies 



to the St. Lawrence River, and from the St. Lawrence 
the rich harvest poured out to ports all over the world. 
With industry, immigration, expansion came technique, 
the spur of modernity, increasing involvement in the 
world scene, the germs of new ideas that soon would 
disturb the Bethunes and challenge their son. 

Among the new ideas the young Bethune was absorb¬ 
ing at college was Darwin’s theory of evolution. To his 
parents Darwinism was synonymous with anti-Christ. 
They were among Ontario’s leading followers of the 
then well-known Chicago evangelist, Dwight Moody, 
who fought vigorously against the teaching of evolution 
in the schools of America. When Mrs. Bethune dis¬ 
covered Darwin’s Origin of Species among Norman’s 
schoolbooks, she was horrified and took to placing 
religious tracts between the pages of his scientific books 
to offset its seeming blasphemy. 

For a while Norman read the tracts in good humor, 
then one night he stole into his parents’ bedroom while 
his mother was asleep and slipped a copy of Origin of 
Species under her pillow. His prank put her forbearance 
to an impossible test: she burned the book in the kitchen 
stove. He apologized, but she could discern that it was 
as the loving son he asked her forgiveness, not as the 
growing man who was announcing his revolt with 
typical Puckish humor. 

Though they lived comfortably, the salary of a Pres¬ 
byterian minister was hardly adequate to put two sons 
through a university. Norman, who years before had 
earned pocket money by delivering newspapers, now 
went to work to earn his tuition. He paid for his fresh¬ 
man year by working as a waiter in the university 
restaurant. Then, in the summer, he got a job as a fire¬ 
man on a Great Lakes steamer. Next came a stint as a 
reporter in Windsor, during which he found stringing 
words together not only easy but exhilarating. For a 
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year he stayed away from the university, earning 
enough money for the next term by teaching school at 
Edgely, Ontario. Dinning ttoe three R’s into his pupils, 
some of them older than he, netted him S300. On other 
occasions he taught a Bible class and worked as a 
lumberjack in the woods of northern Ontario. Working 
there broadened his frame and hardened his muscles. 
He always spoke proudly of his stint as a lumberjack, 
and for years treasured a photo showing him with four 
“real” lumberjacks, all towering over him, all six feet or 
more and heavily muscled. 

He was now twenty-four. He had his mother’s small 
nose, wide, strong jaw and blond coloring, his father’s 
large forehead and green-blue eyes. “On my mother’s 
side,” he would say, “I’m an evangelist. On my father’s 
side I have a compulsion to do, to act.” Somewhere 
along the way he had developed his passion for draw¬ 
ing, painting and sculpture. He had long, powerful 
hands which were the source of his greatest conceit. 

He had also developed a zest for living. The clay that 
took form in his fingers, the colors that he put on can¬ 
vas, whatever pleased his eye, the ever-wider horizons 
opening up before him in the textbooks and lecture 
halls —all of it was good, youth was good, life was 
good. 

And then the First World War burst across his 
dreams and plans, as it did for all young men who were 
twenty-four and avid for the future. 

He had one year leh before getting his M.D., but he 
joined the armed forces the day Canada declared war, 
the tenth man in Toronto to enlist. He left for France 
as a stretcher-bearer with the 1st Canadian Division 
Field Ambulance. 

In Frcnch-Canada there were mutterings against 
their war.” In the streets of Quebec City massed 
crowds were denouncing “les imperialistes ” and con- 
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scription. But for Bethune, as for most young men in 
Ontario, there were no doubts, no searchings of con¬ 
science. He was carried along by the general excitement, 
and in France there was the thrill of a new land, new 
people, new sights, and new experiences. 

Before long it was no longer la belle France but a 
charnel house. He went among the wounded, carrying 
maimed men and hulks no longer men, blood on the 
earth and blood on his hands, apprenticed to death and 
comrade to those still wanting to live. Away from the 
politicians’ oratory and the exhortations of all the 
home-front patriots, his mind absorbed the picture of 
ruin, mud, futility and carnage. He started drinking 
heavily. In a letter to a friend 3 at home he wrote: “The 
slaughter has begun to appall me. I’ve begun to question 
whether it is worth it. Attached to the medical services. 
I see little of war’s glory, and most of war’s waste.” 
And then at Ypres, with Canadians going down in 
waves before the enemy fire, he fell in a burst of shrap¬ 
nel, his left thigh ripped to the bone. It was his turn to 
be carried from the battlefield, weak from loss of blood, 
the moaning of the wounded and the ear-splitting per¬ 
cussion of battle remaining in his memory to haunt his 
dreams. 

He spent the next six months in French and English 
hospitals, then was invalided home. The war was over 
for him. 

A few weeks later he re-entered the university to take 
his degree. At graduation he was offered an interneship 
in a Toronto army hospital, but turned it down. He had 
come home from the wars wondering whether something 
lay behind the slaughter and wreckage; but he only 
wondered. Fie had no answers, not even any clearly 
defined questionings. All he knew was that others were 
over there, and no matter what it was all about, he felt 

1 Letter to A. F. 
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a distaste for sitting on the sidelines and a need to be 
among them. 

He enlisted in the British Navy, serving as lieutenant- 
surgeon on H.M.S. Pegasus until 1918. Six months be¬ 
fore the Armistice he asked for, and was granted, a 
transfer to the Canadian Flying Corps in France, in 
which he served as medical officer. 

He was in France when Germany surrendered. After 
the victory celebrations were over, he sat in a Paris 
bistro with his friends and wondered with them what 
would happen now. He was twenty-eight; the first gray 
hairs had begun prematurely to show at his temples; 
the locusts had eaten the years of his prime. The war 
had put a period behind Bethune the student; it now put 
a question mark before Bethune the man. He suddenly 
felt aged, baffled — with a vague, burgeoning desire for 
something new. 

As a youth he had known only Canada; as a man he 
knew only Europe. He had been dispossessed, it occurred 
to him. There was nothing to return to, nowhere to go; 
only lost time to be made up. He was part of the 
disenchantment with which Western novelists were to 
feed the Western world for the next quarter century.... 
He grew a mustache and had himself demobilized in 
England. 
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‘The innocent abroad,” he said of himself, later, when 
remembering the postwar London years. 

He had arrived in London with nothing but his air 
force pay; soon he was living lavishly. “I had no 
money,” he explained, ‘‘but love for art. I soon found, 
to my great amusement, that many people with a lot 
of money knew nothing about art. I put my critical 
faculties to work.” 

He put them to work by combing studios, dealers’ 
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stores and dusty warehouses in France and Spain for 
things to sell in London at a handsome profit. On his 
first trip he had a total capital of a hundred pounds, all 
borrowed from friends. He returned with booty and 
objets d'art which he sold to London art dealers at a 
net profit of 200 pounds. Whenever the treasury be¬ 
came low, he crossed the Channel. For two years he 
earned enough money this way to buy the best clothes, 
the best food, the best liquor, enormous quantities 
of books, to lend money to anyone who asked for 
it, and to keep himself supplied with clay, paints and 
canvas. 

His fellow internes at the Hospital for Sick Children 
and later at the Fever Hospital, unaware of his “business 
trips,” put him down as the heir of some wealthy Cana¬ 
dian rancher. He did not try to disabuse them of the 
illusion because it amused him to think of the simplicity 
of his home while they imagined he had always been 
used to a life of opulence. Only the son of a millionaire 
could show such disdain for money. He was making up 
for all the long years when he had had to save every 
penny earned to pay his way through college. 

He walked the streets, swinging a cane, his mustadie 
and gray temples making him look older than he was, 
his figure trim in impeccably tailored clothes. He was 
an impressive sight as he went to and from the Soho 
fiat he shared with an Australian doctor he had met in 
France. Here, in the heart of Soho, they tried to “out- 
Bohemia Bohemia.” 

His fiat was littered with strange sculpture — plaster 
hearts, kidneys, brains, coiled intestines, bones, legs, 
hands and fingers. Along with the outward forms of the 
human body, he was also fascinated by its members and 
inner organs. “My place looked like a bloody butcher 
shop,” he later recalled. 

In this “butcher shop” he held court, surrounded by a 
coterie of young admirers, writers, artists, musicians who 
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gathered nightly to be fascinated by his talk, and by his 
freely dispensed liquor. In the backwash of the war, the 
controversies of the peace, the fears, complacencies and 
disillusionments of a dislocated world, he defined his 
philosophy of life to them. 

As he regaled his acquaintances with his glib views, 
men elsewhere were searching for answers to their vast 
uncertainty much less glibly. Along with fads, religious 
cults, jazz, unpunctuated poetry, the names of new 
prophets had found their way into public consciousness. 
Some dreamed wistfully of Wilson’s Fourteen Points as 
guides to the new world; some of Fabian socialism; some 
enthroned the unconscious in the name of Sigmund 
Freud; some acted under the banner of Karl Marx. 

George Bernard Shaw was at the height of his popu¬ 
larity, but his plays and his Fabian views managed to 
escape Bethune’s notice. It was no easy feat in the Lon¬ 
don of the early twenties, but Bethune accomplished it, 
much to his embarrassment later when he became a 
Shawdolator. 

Bethune had his own prophet, almost obscure by then 
but once a potent literary influence in England. He had 
been spiritual father to Oscar Wilde. His name was 
Walter Pater: professor, author, critic, prophet of the 
senses, tastes, pleasures; intellectual hero to many a 
student in the England of Victoria. He was made to 
order for Bethune, who now invoked the famous Pater 
dictum with a vengeance: “Not the fruit of experience, 
but experience itself is the end.... To burn always with 
a hard, gemlike flame, to maintain this ecstasy, is suc¬ 
cess in life.” 

In the London of the early twenties, Bethune worked 
hard for “success” as defined by Walter Pater. 

There was time for the hospital and time for study 
and time for all-night binges as the young doctor wal¬ 
lowed in the uninhibited atmosphere of postwar London. 
The idea was to experience everything. The war had 
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taught him that life was cheap and death came fast and 
there was little time for man to taste everything that 
life offered. 

In the meantime his mother wrote him regularly, 
urging him to remember the Bible, to go to church and 
to avoid the pitfalls of sin. He answered dutifully, giv¬ 
ing her accounts of his progress as an interne. 

For three years he busied himself with his surgery, 
painting, sculpture, meeting new people, interpreting 
Pater, and accepting the certainty that he would be¬ 
come a great surgeon. It was only a matter of working 
and waiting. At the end of three years he finished his 
interneship and took a position with a private clinic in 
London’s East End. 

“Ah, the fates, the fates,” he wrote of this period 
later, “they assumed the form of two women.” 

The first was Dr. Eleanor Dell. 1 wife of a wealthy 
British industrialist, wealthy in her own right, and head 
of the East Side clinic at which Bethune worked. Dr. Dell 
became his friend, his sponsor and his benefactor. Un¬ 
der her prodding and guidance, he studied hard and 
prepared for his exams to become a Fellow of the Royal 
College of Surgeons. To study, a young doctor needed 
money, more money than he could earn taking trips to 
France and Spain. Dr. Dell provided the money, and Dr. 
Bethune listed the amounts, to be repaid in full. He 
promised Dr. Dell to pursue his studies for two more 
years in Europe, and then establish himself in London 
with her help. 

In the autumn of 1923 he went to Edinburgh to take 
his F.R.C.S. exams. There he met the second woman, 
Frances Campbell Penney. “It was love at first sound,” 
he was fond of repeating. Frances spoke with a soft, 
musical Edinburgh cadence. Her voice, her beauty, and 
a “remarkable innocence, a remarkable unworldliness, 

1 This is a picudonym. 
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plus a remarkable intelligence,” all combined to 
sweep him off his feet. His dynamic wooing, in turn, 
swept her off her feet, and they were married in London 
a few months after his exams. 

She was 22 at the time, the only daughter of a prom¬ 
inent Edinburgh family, an upper-class product of 
the best finishing schools of England and Europe. 

The day after their marriage he announced he was 
penniless and that he had better prepare to set up in 
private practice. In Edinburgh, he had mentioned to 
her that he planned to study in Europe. Why, she in¬ 
quired, had he abandoned the plan? The answer seemed 
simple. He was now a married man, ready to assume 
the responsibilities of a husband. He would have to 
postpone some of his plans. But Frances couldn't under¬ 
stand why. She had, she announced, a small inheritance, 
and saw no reason why he couldn't continue his studies. 
The small inheritance was news, good news, and he 
wondered if it wouldn't be a better idea to use part of 
it to establish an office in London. But Frances wouldn't 
hear of it. She did not want their marriage interfering 
with his medical career. So off to Europe they went in 
the spring of 1924 on a combined honeymoon and study 
course. 

Frances, at 22, was an inordinately shy and retiring 
personality. Bethunc, at 34, was inordinately outspoken 
and flamboyant in manner. They loved each other, but 
their backgrounds clashed. Like so many young upper- 
class women of the period, Frances had what amounted 
to a pathological fear of the intimacies of marriage. Be¬ 
fore long a pattern of frustration, antagonism, and 
misunderstanding was established between them, threat¬ 
ening the regard and love they had for each other. 
Bethune’s marriage soon became a symbol to him of 
failure, and the chaotic atmosphere of postwar Europe 
contributed to his confusion. 

Hispersonal frustrations led him to irrational behavior 
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which frightened Frances and led to more withdrawal 
on her part. It became an unhappy circle of argument 
and reconciliation, of anger and tenderness, of recrimi¬ 
nations and remorse. They left each other unremembered 
times, and always ended up vowing they couldn’t live 
apart. Always impetuous, his unhappy relationship 
motivated new impetuousness, childish testing of her 
love, brooding over misunderstandings, real and im¬ 
agined. Once he plunged into the English Channel during 
a raging storm and was almost drowned. He explained 
to her sheepishly that he had always wanted to swim 
in the Channel during a storm. To her it seemed he was 
bent on destroying himself. 

Another time, he dared her to jump across a wide 
ravine which might have meant serious injury or death 
if she had slipped. She jumped, and then ran back to 
their hotel and took the first boat to London. He wrote 
her, begging for forgiveness, expressing his dismay at 
his strange behavior which he himself couldn’t under¬ 
stand. When she returned there was a week of mutual 
tenderness, but it exploded in the conflict of daily 
frustrations and antagonisms. 

Again, in Italy, while looking at Giotto’s “Life of 
St. Francis,” he experienced something he described as 
akin to a revelation and decided he wanted to become 
a monk. The mood left him in Vienna, where he studied 
under some of the leading surgeons. Then he was sure 
he could be nothing but a surgeon. 

A few weeks later he felt the need for action and 
excitement, and they went skiing in Switzerland. He 
was an excellent skier but his need for excitement and 
action overreached itself and he strained his heart. This 
necessitated a three weeks’ rest in bed. They were the 
quietest three weeks spent in Europe. 

He drank hard, studied hard, lived hard, and within 
a year helped Frances go through most of her inherit¬ 
ance. 
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The year wasn’t wasted, since he had observed the 
work of the great European surgeons in Paris, Vienna 
and Berlin, but he always hated to remember it. “I was 
like some butterfly batting its crazy wings against a 
light, blinded and stupid, going around in circles, with 
no purpose in life and no purpose in death.” 2 

The honeymoon was a mockery. His marriage was a 
mockery. His life was a mockery. So it seemed to him 
when they came to the end of their madcap cavortings 
about Europe. 
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Two hundred pounds was what remained of Frances’s 
inheritance at the end of a year. It took them to London, 
from London to Canada, and from Canada to Detroit, 
Michigan. 

Why Detroit? Bethune had the answers.. .. 

The city just across the Canadian border was burst¬ 
ing with activity. It was already Lite capital of the 
automotive industry, a sprawling center of America’s 
mass production industries, a magnet for those seeking 
opportunity, a new Mecca for those filled with the proph¬ 
ecies of Henry Ford. America was rich, and a great tor¬ 
rent of its riches washed through Detroit. America was 
on the road to prosperity never dreamed of before and 
Detroit was the promise of the limitless future. In 
Detroit there was money, work, push, endeavor. There, 
he told himself, he would have to kiss no one’s hand, 
bend the knee to no British upper-class dowager. It 
was the man-made frontier of America’s glittering 
future. “Detroit,” he said, “is where we shall open our 
first office.” 

And so, in the late winter of 1924, Dr. and Mrs. Nor¬ 
man Bethune rented a flat at the corner of Cass and 
Scldon Streets, with exactly twenty-four dollars between 

1 Letter to France*. 
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them, old pewter and odd antiques picked up in Europe, 
assorted art objects and Louis Quatorze chairs. For 
Frances, Detroit was dreary, dirty, mawkish and 
disturbing. For Bethune it was the twentieth century, a 
madiine-age citadel where opportunity knocked on every 
door. 

He hung out his grandfather’s shingle, and waited 
for opportunity to knock. He waited a year and only the 
faintest tappings came. 

Bcthunc had selected the corner of Cass and Seldon 
Streets because it had seemed to be a busy section of the 
city. It soon turned out to be even busier than he had 
imagined. 

It was then the center of the red-light district, and 
when lie had borrowed a desk, bought a mattress and 
opened for business, he found himself a fledgling 
Hippocrates administering to the age-old Magdalen. In 
the rest of the city industry and commerce grew by 
leaps and bounds; around Cass and Seldon Streets, 
prostitution nourished with the times. Patients began 
slowly to trickle into his office, but it was mainly the 
prostitutes who were able to pay. 

In his bare office Bethune learned a lesson seldom 
mentioned in his medical courses at Toronto, London, 
Vienna and Berlin: those who most needed his services 
were those who could least afford to pay for them. 

By a stroke of luck he was called in by the corner grocer 
one day to look at his wife. The woman had a repul¬ 
sively swollen leg, and the grocer explained frantically 
that a doctor had declared it had to be amputated. 
Bethune incised the affected area, kept draining the pus 
under close supervision, and in a matter of days had 
the patient out of danger. The grocer’s cash register was 
as empty of money as his heart was f ull of gratitude. “The 
only way I can pay you. Doctor,’’ he said humbly, “is in 
trade. For what you did you can have all the groceries 
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you want, free of charge, as long as you want.” That 
settled most of the problem of food. The rest of the 
problem was settled by a butcher across the street with 
a fortunate fondness for children. 

He came to Bethune’s office, tapping the sawdust from 
his shoes on the stairs, and said hesitantly. ‘‘I gotta 
houseful a kids. You look after the kids an’ I give ya 
all the meat ya kin eat.” 

“At least,” Bethune told Frances, “we shall now have 
a balanced diet.” 

When the owner of a hardware and furniture store 
brought his ailing wife to join the parade, the circle 
was complete. They got a bed to put under the mattress, 
pots and pans for the kitchen and Grand Rapids furni¬ 
ture to put in incongruous intimacy with the Louis 
Ouatorzc chairs. 

He gave it a little time — and more time — and still 
his fortunes remained at the level of his patients. 
Gradually more people came to his office, but the 
poverty of the many yielded him little more income 
than the poverty of the few. Some of his patients became a 
source of irritation. They would come to his office, or 
send someone to take him to their homes, and they 
would be dangerously ill with ailments that could easily 
have been handled in the initial stages. Either it was a 
pain that was left untended till it was a ruptured ap¬ 
pendix, or an unheeded discomfort that was already 
advanced venereal disease, or a hernia now strangulat¬ 
ing, or a hundred and one other illnesses complicated 
by neglect. 

“Why do you wait so long before calling in a doctor?” 
he would rage. And the patient, a Slav, or a Hungarian, 
or a native-born auto worker, would be incoherent with 
the embarrassment of his poverty. 

The shabby fiats, the unpaid bills, the senseless, all- 
pervading sickness in the boom city of fat America 
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began to depress Bethune. “This isn’t medicine,” he 
would say to Frances. “It’s like putting a mustard 
plaster on a wooden leg. When they need treatment they 
either don’t know it or are afraid they can’t pay for it. 
When they finally do come, it’s often too late, or their 
health has become completely undermined. And what 
can I do for a prostitute, when her problem is not really 
that she is diseased, but that she is a prostitute?” He 
passed the blame on to the world, and at such moments 
told himself that it was not really his concern, that he 
was a doctor, that the world was what it was, that he 
could only mend a leg when it was broken, repair 
hernias, viscera, internals, and send “Mary” to the 
hospital when she was caught in the net of her “occupa¬ 
tional hazards.” 

As the months dragged by a new fear cut into the 
unrelieved drabness of his life and work. He found him¬ 
self tiring more easily and needing more sleep. He 
worried lest he should be losing the drive and energy 
which had never failed him before. And with increasing 
fatigue came more doubts, more moodiness, more 
bitterness. 

Then he would be called out on a case. He would find 
a patient dying and would pit himself doggedly against 
the unknown menace that stole the fruits of the body 
and mind. He immersed himself in cause and cure and 
won the patient bade to health. He would feel triumph 
and accomplishment flowing through him again, reviv¬ 
ing him, re-establishing the old hopes and pride. His 
knowledge and skill would become a warm glow inside 
him, with no room for moodiness or doubt. Once again 
he was the confident surgeon, certain of the future, 
biding his time and undismayed by poverty. 

And suddenly, overnight, before he had time to 
realize what was happening, he went from failure to 
success — and money. 
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He had managed to get himself attached to one of the 
city hospitals, performing routine surgery. He was 
coming out of the operating theater one day when a 
well-dressed, pleasant-mannered individual stopped 
him in the corridor, introducing himself as Dr. Grant 
Martin. 1 Bethune had heard of him as one of Detroit’s 
most successful practitioners. 

“I admire your work,” Dr. Martin told him, ‘and I 
would like to suggest that I send my surgery cases to 
you ... Perhaps you and your wife could come up to 
the house some evening and we could discuss it further.” 

‘‘That would be fine.” 

They shook hands. ‘‘I think we’ll make a good com¬ 
bination,” Dr. Martin said cordially. 

A brief conversation — and everything was changed. 

At Martin’s home Bethune and Frances met other 
eminent doctors and socialites. To the office at Cass and 
Seldon there now began to come men and women of 
wealth and social position. Other doctors followed 
Martin’s lead and turned their patients over to the 
surgeon everybody was suddenly talking about. Sped on 
its way by Martin, the word spread that Bethune was 
‘‘the man to see.” 

Money now began to pour in. Whereas his neighbor¬ 
hood patients came to him only in their extremity, 
pleading their poverty, his new patients expected to be 
billed handsomely for the most trivial services. At the 
hospital he began to move ahead in surgery, applying 
the skills and techniques he had learned under the 
masters in Europe. Within a few months they moved to 
an expensive home in a fashionable residential area. 
He refused to move his office, however, though most of 
his patients now were extremely well-to-do. 

Success was welcome but sometimes, as he sat in his 
newly furnished office, he looked at his hands and 

1 A pseudonym. 
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thought: what has changed? They were the same hands. 
Had they some new magic today that they lacked yester¬ 
day? He knew the answer: yesterday they had treated 
the poor, today they treated the rich. 

Money, now, was what he sought. He needed money! 
But in the making of money he came to hate the very 
methods by which he made it. With success he was no 
longer the old Dr. Bethune. He found himself now a 
prisoner in a rigid system, with its “scratch-my-back- 
and-I’ll-scratch-yours” outlook, and its rake-off for the 
general practitioners who sent him their patients. The 
specialist was expected to charge all that the traffic 
would bear, and the “gravy” would pass down the line, 
with the patient “taxed" to keep the system going. 

Money was the beginning and end. He took as much 
as he could, and returned to his first patients in the 
slums to find his lost sense of peace, the tarnished ideals 
of the doctor serving the sick and the poor. 

Money was the goal to which the system shaped all 
aspirations, and he let himself ride the success that 
swelled his earnings daily. But life intruded with the 
reality of suffering men and women who needed his help 
but couldn’t pay for it. 

One night he was awakened by a banging at the door. 
A man was standing in the darkness. He let loose a 
torrent of words. Bethune finally managed to learn that 
the stranger’s wife was in labor and could find no 
doctor who would perform the delivery. He soon found 
out why. 1 he man lived with his wife and two children 
in an abandoned boxcar on the outskirts of the city. 

By the light of a kerosene lamp, with the husband 
assisting and two children huddling on a mattress in the 
corner, he delivered an undersized, wrinkled baby. He 
washed it, wrapped it in some torn blankets the father 
handed him. and put it beside the mother, for there was 
no crib. 

As he washed up in a basin of water filled from a 
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barrel outside, the father came up nervously, holding a 
dollar bill in his hand. Bethune took the bill, folded it. 
and put it back into the man’s shirt pocket. 

In the morning he returned with a basket of food, 
diapers for the baby and a nightgown for the mother. He 
prepared a diet for the undernourished mother and 
examined the baby. When he left he cut short the 
father's nervous thanks gruffly. He knew the mother 
could recover, but the baby would probably be dead 
within the month. This they called medicine — the 
hallowed art of healing! 

A job at twenty dollars a week, he complained to 
Frances, would have done more for the husband than 
all the wonders that could now be performed on his 
doomed child. Medicine? The fakers even refused to 
interrupt their comfortable slumbers to deliver a boxcar 
child! 

He became outspoken about some of his colleagues. 
While Frances would sit quietly reading he gave vent 
to his bitter feelings. “Some of them have as much right 
to be practicing as the medieval barber. I’d weed out 
half of them to begin with and put them to work 
behind a counter. And I’d see to it that the remainder 
understood they were doctors, not men of commerce.” 

To a new-found friend, a Dr. Short, after being 
called in to repair some bone surgery another man had 
bungled, he said, “I could make a better mother than he 
could make a surgeon. The idiots think they've gone into 
business! I tell you the medical profession should 
establish a commission of the best men available to pass 
on the qualifications of doctors and surgeons after 
they ve been in this—this ‘business’— for two years. 
Talk about ethics. A Philadelphia lawyer is a paragon 
of virtue compared to some of us.” 

His strong views, openly and everywhere expressed, 
aroused resentment and criticism among some doctors. 
Some of them are so damned sanctimonious,” he 
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complained, “that they expect everybody to swallow 
the fairy tale of their infallibility and devotion to duty. 
They just can’t stomach criticism. They want the public 
to think they’re infallible. And some of them actually end 
by convincing themselves that they can never be wrong. 
Their slogan should be, ‘save the surface and you save 
all.’ That’s all they know and are interested in —the 
surface. In the slums people don’t come to me, when 
they should, because they have no money. Now I charge 
many times the fees I should, and there are others who 
do even better. When I saved a man’s life for nothing I 
was a failure. Now when I give a woman a simple tonic 
where a good, bracing set of exercises would do just as 
well, I collect a fantastic fee and am a success.” 

Frances rarely saw him now. He was always in his 
office, or out on calls, or, she suspected, spending part of 
the night with drinking companions. She began to 
notice a diangc in him that filled her with new fears. 

Along with his drinking, his fits of rage, his long 
moods of bitterness, he was slowly undergoing a strange 
physical transformation. His colleagues, noticing it, 
cautioned him to cut down on his work. The suggestion 
threw him into an irrational fury. He was now a success¬ 
ful surgeon, wasn’t he? And success was measured in terms 
of income, wasn’t it? Well, he would make money, and 
more money and still more money — till he had all he 
needed so that he could do what he wanted: to turn his 
back on the world, if it so pleased him; to laugh at the 
unimportant aches and pains of the useless ridi; to see if 
medicine could be practiced the way he had once 
dreamed, during the idealism of his adolescence. 

There came a time when his energy and resilience 
glimmered away entirely. He was tired in the early 
hours of the morning, and just as tired when he started 
painfully on the morning’s round of patients, but he 
turned away no call, during the day or night, especially 
if the patient was poor. 
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Frances, watching him with apprehension, urged him 
to take a holiday. “You're driving yourself into the 
grave. You can’t possibly go on this way.” 

“I’m perfectly all right.” he replied irritably. 

He developed a racking cough which, at first, he 
ignored, then treated with the standard nostrums, but 
it grew steadily worse, jarring Frances when she heard 
him come in with it and waking her often in the night. 

His cheeks grew flushed as if with fever. He began 
visibly to shrink. When he weighed himself on his scale 
one day he found he had lost 50 pounds, and was down 
to an impossible 115. He mixed himself a tonic and 
looked at himself in the mirror. His hair was thinner 
over the high, domed forehead, and turning gray. To 
Frances, when he caught her once looking at his head, 
he said: “It’s not unusual. My father was prematurely 
gray also.” 

As he drove himself to keep up with his practice he 
found himself suddenly falling into fits of weakness in 
which everything receded and he felt only an overwhelm¬ 
ing desire to crawl into bed. 

Then he began waking in the middle of the night, start¬ 
ing up suddenly in terror, not knowing why, his heart 
pounding madly, his pajamas wet with perspiration. He 
would pace the floor, sleepless, coughing for hours. 

One evening he came in early. Frances went into the 
hallway and stopped in her tracks as she saw him. He 
had a handkerchief over his mouth, soaking with blood. 
His eyes stared at her above the crimson handkerchief, 
then he lurched unsteadily upstairs to his room. She 
stood transfixed for a moment, then rushed to the tele¬ 
phone to call a neighborhood doctor. 

When the doctor came Bethune was lying in bed, his 
eyes closed, his face white. He had draped a towel 
about his chin which was stained with blood and sputum. 
He was gasping for breath, a gurgling, bubbling sound 
rising and falling in his throat. 
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The doctor grunted, waved Frances away from his 
bed, bent swiftly and listened to Bethune’s chest. “It’s 
fairly clear,” he said crisply, ‘‘but we’ll have to have 
some X-rays at once.” 
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For two weeks he lay on his back. A mist seemed to 
have wrapped itself about his mind, clogging his 
thoughts. Sometimes his lips twisted into a brief, bitter 
smile. The faces of doctors swam into his view, and he 
heard whisperings in the hallway. Sometimes the mist 
lifted, and he looked up at Frances. He seemed to study 
her face then, impersonally, as if she were a stranger, 
and said nothing. The doctors muttered, “Very bad 
hemorrhage.” He heard them, staring frozenly at the 
ceiling. Shock, hemorrhage, loss of blood . . . More than 
that, he thought to himself; much more than they could 
label with their poverty-stricken terms or reveal on 
their X-ray plates. 

For days the voices whispered in the hallway, the 
shadow of Frances hovered over him, the warm, salty 
bubbling in his throat awakened him sometimes to 
darkness, sometimes to light. The faces peered at him 
and receded, the shadows chased each other in a devil’s 
dance on the ceiling. . . . 

“Dr. Bcthune . . .” 

It was one of the doctors beside his bed. Why were 
they still plaguing him? 

“Dr. Bcthune . . .” The well-preserved face, with the 
well-trimmed beard, the well-cultivated bedside man¬ 
ner. The face of a handsome fee. “Flow do you feel?” 
What a restricted vocabulary they all had. “How do 
I feel?” he mimicked. “As if I'm dying. How do you 
feel?” 

The face withdrew, beard and all. 

The old goat . . . Would he answer a call in the 
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middle of the night to deliver a woman in a boxcar, 
with her husband out of work, no food for the children, 
and two other families sharing the car? It was too tiring 
even to think of it. He closed his eyes and let himself 
sink into the half-sleep for which his body yearned. 

One day he awoke early. His mind seemed clearer. 
He watched the sun slant in through the window, re¬ 
lieved that his breathing was a little easier and that the 
hemorrhaging had stopped completely. He wondered 
what day of the month it was and listened idly to the 
sounds of the street. Listening, it struck him as somehow 
incongruous that this was another day like all days, and 
the sounds in the street were as familiar as always. Had 
he forgotten so easily, he wondered, that life would go 
on outside his room as before? 

Morning in Detroit — with birds chirping somewhere, 
up among the chimney stacks, whistles blowing, children 
shuffling to school ... In London, it would be noon, 
and on the Mediterranean coast, time for siesta. On 
such a day, in Soho, he might dream of boating on the 
Thames; in Vienna, of skiing in the Alps; in Rome, of 
the hot beaches in the south. Now it all seemed far away. 
He marveled at the disinterest with which the thought 
left him. Gravenhurst, London. Europe, memories of the 
war, his marriage to Frances, poverty and fortune in 
Detroit — strange, but they were only feeble flickcrings 
out of the past. Or was it strange, he reflected, that they 
should now seem so dim and unimportant? They had 
happened; that was all. A curtain had fallen over them; 
they were part of a bad play that had ended. 

Frances . . . Did the name stir anything? Yes — a little 
bitterness, and much compassion. He had failed her, or 
she had failed him, or something else had gone wrong; 
anyway, it was all mucked up and futile and nothing left 
to it. Not even children, to give you the illusion, at least, 
that a part of you went on and didn’t die. 
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And if the curtain had fallen on Frances, what else 
was left? Nothing. Of course, there had been the destiny 
awaiting him, the destiny he had grown up with from 
childhood. A great surgeon! What a destiny! A bone- 
hacker, a money-grubber, a sycophant — there was your 
healer. 

His eyes, roving about the room, fell on a mirror on 
his bedside table. He reached out for it and examined 
himself curiously. 

He was unprepared for the change in his appearance. 
He had watched himself losing weight steadily, but in 
the short time he had been in bed his cheeks had be¬ 
come hollow, his hair had turned grayer, the eyes 
glowed with fever. 

He sank back, exhausted. “To burn with a hard 
gemlike name!’’ Even Pater had been an illusion. . . . 

His reverie was disturbed by footsteps. It was Frances. 
He watched her as she placed his glass of milk on the 
table, studied her solicitous face, let her prop up the 
pillows behind him, then said in a firm voice: 

“There’s something we have to talk about ... I don’t 
know what they’ve told you, but I’m dying. I'm 
finished — your whole life is ahead of you. I want you 
to divorce me and go your own way.” 
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For some weeks he was treated at a local hospital, and 
then, when he was strong enough to travel, he left for 
Calydor Sanatorium, up at Gravenhurst. He was 
“going home,” and the irony of his life was complete. 

At the railway terminal Frances stood beside him 
among the hurrying crowds, while a redcap took his 
l u K&age.He looked about the station. Detroit, he thought 
— heart of the new America. Another year and another 
dream that the locusts had eaten. 
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Frances held his arm tightly. She had begged to go 
with him, but he had clung stubbornly to his single 
theme: he was dying, they would be divorced, she would 
find a new life for herself, and a clean break now would 
be best for both. She had been stunned, then outraged, 
then crushed. All her feelings of loyalty, of love, cried 
out in protest. Whatever had happened between them, 
she could think of nothing but to be with him, to give 
him whatever frail support she could, and let the future 
take care of itself. But to all her pleas he had calmly 
replied: “It makes no sense. You have a full life ahead 
of you. I won’t be a partner to wasting any more of it. 

I won’t leave for the sanatorium until you agree to 
divorce me.” That had defeated her. 

As he turned to her now she tried desperately to think 
of what to say, how to make right and whole again 
everything that had slipped through their fingers. 

He bent to kiss her. “Good-by .. . dear, unspeakable 
Scot, he said softly. “Go back to Edinburgh — you’ll be 

happier there. Sell everything and go back_” He 

turned and went down the station platform. 

In Toronto, the next morning, his parents were 

waiting for him at the station to take him to Graven- 
hurst. 

His father was older, a little stooped. His fingers 
trembled as he extended his hand. On his mother’s 
strong, proud face there was a look of anguish. Together 
they boarded the train for northern Ontario, his mother 
sitting beside him. 

As the train crossed the Don river he gazed silently 

at the clumps of trees, the fields turning brown, the last 

few houses on the fringe of the city. Once his mother 

turned her old eyes on him and asked, “Norman, is 

there much pain?” He shook his head. Not that kind of 
pain. 

Sandy patches appeared in the fields, then came the 
stiff, green pines, the outcroppings of rock on the low 
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hills, the first fingers of the Muskoka Lakes, and at last 
Gravenhurst. 

They drove through the town, past the little church 
where he had once listened to his father in the pulpit, 
and into the rock-capped hills. A few minutes out of the 
town they swung towards the lake and drove over a 
cinder road, between lines of carefully tended pines, 
into the sanatorium. 

In the infirmary, while he lay back in the rough- 
textured hospital clothes, his mother bent her head 
beside his bed and prayed, her eyes brimming. He took 
her hand gently. “No, Mother,” he said. “There’s no 
need for prayers or tears. I have no regrets. I’m tired. 
Anything coming after this would be an anticlimax_” 
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He was finished with the world, but a letter from 
1 rudeau Sanatorium changed the course of his treat¬ 
ment. 

In Detroit his first impulse had been to gain ad¬ 
mittance to Trudeau Sanatorium at Saranac Lake, New 
York. But there had been no bed available. Now, a 
month after his arrival at Gravenhurst, a letter from 
Saranac Lake informed him that he could gain admit¬ 
tance immediately. 

hounded by Edward Livingston Trudeau, the great 
pioneer in sanatorium treatment in North America, the 
Saranac Lake hospital was highly regarded throughout 
the medical profession. Despite his mood of weary 
fatalism Bcthune decided to make the change. 

He arrived at Trudeau Sanatorium on December 16. 
Holly wreaths on the buildings gave the hospital a 
Christmas touch. Once again he went through the routine 
examinations and submitted quietly to all the tests. He 
was fascinated by his own X-rays. He read, he wrote 
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letters, he lay thinking - for hours. He showed no anxiety, 
no hope, no fear. He wore an air of neutral calm, yet 
managed to bend the infirmary’s routine to his own 
whims despite anything the nurses could say. While he 
was confined to bed he wore an old straw hat he had 
brought with him. After he was permitted to get up he 
strolled about the corridors in his pajamas. When he 
was finally transferred to the “Lea,” one of the sana¬ 
torium cottages on the slope of Mount Pisgah, the in¬ 
firmary staff breathed a nervous sigh of relief. 

In the cottages of the miniature city, the little world 
where January 1927 was a footnote on a medical chart, 
the patients awakened in the morning, their breaths 
clouding the air. The doctors passed along the assembly 
line of flushed faces, dispensing optimism. The founding 
father, Trudeau himself, stood sentinel before the gate 
in solid bronze, new patients entering and old ones 
leaving before his sightless eyes. And up in the cottage 
called the Lea, four men with nothing to wait for 
closed the circle of their lives, growing attuned to each 
other s innermost thoughts and abandoning all pretense 
of privacy. 

Four men — three of them doctors —all condemned 
to death by tuberculosis, all knowledgeable in the 
disease that had condemned them, all apprised of the 
symptoms appearing hourly, daily, weekly in notifica¬ 
tion of the time and form of eventual extinction. In two 
hundred and twenty-five square feet of space, they oc¬ 
cupied four single cots, between walls of yellow pine, 
arranged to make the best of windows and doors open¬ 
ing on three'sides and a fourth doorway into a tiny 
bathroom. As the wind blew louder and the snow piled 
higher against the cottage they grew into a macabre 
community in which they knew the special tonal quality 
of each member’s cough, each one’s special tastes, dis¬ 
comforts, habits, wakings, nightmares. 

4 Allan/Gordon, Tl.c Scalpel 


49 



There was Dr. B ., 1 a Southerner, with fair hair, blue 
eyes, a handsome face, a warm, pleasant smile. There 
was Dr. Lincoln Fisher, born in Michigan, brought up 
in New England, dark, young, eager, quick. There was 
Nan Li, a Chinese, short, correct, friendly. And there 
was Norman Bethune, assessing them quickly, liking 
them all immediately, and now joined with them in an 
intimacy that extended through every minute of every 
hour of every day. 

For each of them the Trudeau staff had decreed bed, 
rest, quiet. They had their own ideas about how to spend 
their remaining days. They established an “underground” 
to the outside world through some of the attendants, 
and through this “underground” they smuggled in 
liquor, food, and anything that appealed to them. They 
disdained the natural boundaries of night and day. 
Often, when the lights blinked out in the other cottages, 
they squeezed into the bathroom to play Russian bank 
all night, a dressing gown draped over the single small 
window so that the light wouldn’t give them away. 
They loved music and listened for hours to a gramo¬ 
phone that was “legal.” Their favorite record was 
“Lonesome Road,” and they played it over and over 
again. They kept a secret “pantry” from which they 
prepared snacks the administration would have frowned 
upon. Sometimes they invited other inmates to gay 
parties. If they kept late hours one night, they slept the 
next day. They talked endlessly of life, tuberculosis, 
books. With “scientific detachment” — real or pretended 
— and with an eye to the future, they kept a chart of the 
dates on which eadi one expected to die. 

The mood to which they were keyed was expressed in 
a series of murals Bethune sketched on the walls while 
the others watched with interest. Me entitled the murals, 
“A T. B.’s Progress: A Drama in One Act and Nine 
Painful Scenes.” The visual “drama” consisted of nine 

1 Dr. B. has requested that his name be withheld. 
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allegories showing the various stages of his life from 
womb to tomb. It had vivid color, bold lines and the 
prophecy of an early end for the four of them. Under 
each allegory he wrote a satirical verse. 

The first panel showed the Angel of Life holding the 
infant Bethune in her arms. The succeeding panels 
showed the infant beset by ferocious-looking animals, 
symbolizing childhood diseases. Then came early man¬ 
hood, with a young man at the prow of a ship, lured 
from his course by four sirens labeled Fame, Wealth, 
Love and Art. They pointed to a castle, labeled Castle 
of Heart’s Desire. The next panel showed the castle to 
be nothing but an illusion, a Hollywood stage set, where 
the young man was attad<ed by swarms of “T.B. bats.” 
The next panels depicted him entering Trudeau, then 
leaving the sanatorium and dying on the plains of 
Arizona. 

The final panel showed the Angel of Death holding 
Bethune in her arms. She looked down at him with a 
kindly expression. In the foreground was a small 
graveyard and a row of tombstones. Under the final 
scene was the verse: 

Sweet death, thou kindest angel of them all, 

In thy soft arms, at last, 0 let me fall; 

Bright stars are out, long gone the burning sun, 

My little act is over, and the tiresome play is done. 

From the mural the Angel of Death looked down 
upon them with her benevolent face while spring came, 
and with it a letter from Frances. The divorce had 
become final; she was leaving for Edinburgh at once. 

He reread the letter, tossed it away, pulled on his 
coat and went out. For hours he walked among the hills, 
filled with many conflicting thoughts, wanting to be 
away from everyone. The letter had awakened an un¬ 
expected nostalgia. Why should it matter? he asked 
himself. But now that it was settled, it did. He had 
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demanded the divorce, but suddenly it seemed as if the 
last, thin strand connecting him with the outer world 
was gone. The knowledge that a part of him was still 
vulnerable, could still yearn for something he had put 
behind him, was a shattering revelation. As he sloshed 
through the wet snow he wrestled with a rising feeling 
of impotence, self-pity, rebellion. 

It was dark when he returned to the Lea. Fisher, Li 
and B. were waiting for him. “Is there a drink left?” he 
asked. 

Sitting on his bed he felt a deep need for companion¬ 
ship, an urge to talk. The others, sensing his disturbed 
mood, listened attentively. 

It began to snow outside. The wet flakes spattered 
against the windows. The night seemed to grow white. 
Bethune lit one cigarette after another, talking com¬ 
pulsively and refilling his glass. As he rambled on, about 
himself, his past life, the wind rose up against the cot¬ 
tage like the prodding of a giant hand. The others 
understood his restlessness. Fach of them, in his own 
way, had been squeezed in the same vise. But they were 
veterans now - they could be patient with the T.B. 
apprentice. 

He grew silent and lay back on the cot. The letter, he 
thought to himself, had reminded him of something he 
had forgotten. He had come to Trudeau, accepting his 
fate; now he was discovering what it meant to live it. 
Now the thought that he would never again see Frances 
filled him with an unendurable emptiness, the bitter 
knowledge of what it meant to lose her, and losing her, 
of his final isolation here on Mount Pisgah, waiting for 
the end. He had known only the surface of death; now 
he was tasting its last, slow agonies. 

He roused himself. “The hell with it,” he said. In his 

lung the rot was spreading fast; soon it would put an 

end to all pangs and questionings. “Let’s have another 
drink.” 
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While Fisher fetched the bottle he pulled out the 
gramophone and put on a record. A rich baritone filled 
the room ... The Lonesome Road .. .. 

The voice died away, the room became still. In 
the darkness the others watched him, knowing there 
was nothing to be said, then fell quietly asleep. 
Switching on his bed lamp he began to write a letter to 
Frances: 

Dear Frances, 

So you are going back to Edinburgh. It s for the best. 
Your feathers have been sadly ruffled, and there is 
nothing I can do now. 

Here nothing happens — or nothing seems to happen. 
Actually, much does happen. Contemplation becomes 
one’s special form of action, and no one here can es¬ 
cape the changes, the discoveries, the greater self-know¬ 
ledge that are inevitably the product of such enforced 
contemplation.... 

I once, vaguely, accepted the idea of my own special, 
personal predestination. It has disappeared in the ruins. 
Here, where we are excluded from the living world, we 
perhaps get a little closer to reality sometimes. Out of 
that closeness come glimmerings of understanding, with 
its inevitable cycle of despair, hope, resignation. But it 
comes too late - for me. What a terrible irony: the 
victim of circumstance becomes the master of his fate 
at the price of accepting his defeat. . . . 

He stopped writing with a sudden feeling of futility. 
A strange sensation was crawling through him. He 
struggled with the rush of loneliness and overwhelming 
dread. It bit into him too sharply to be denied: the taste 
and smell and substance of fear. It was a lie that lie 
could purge himself of Frances. It was a lie that he had 
lived his life. It was a lie that there was nothing left for 
him. He had created nothing, he would leave nothing 
behind him, he had not yet even lived. He switched off 
the lamp and gave himself up completely to despair. 

Above him, in the nine painful scenes of a T. B.’s 
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Progress, the darkness seemed to twist the gentle 
features of the Angel of Death into a hideous grin. 
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It was a warm evening in late summer. In the groves 
of cottages the windows were open to the warm breezes. 
In the Lea, the four inmates lay in bed reading. They 
had just returned from the library, each carrying a stack 
of novels, magazines and medical journals. 

Bethune had started on a current novel, grown bored 
and picked up a book by Dr. John Alexander, The 
Surgery of Pulmonary Tuberculosis. He riffled the 
pages idly, thumbed backwards and then said aloud, 
“Listen to this.” He read: 

It is rather extraordinary that we should have been 
so seriously backward in doing pioneer work in the 
surgery of pulmonary tuberculosis. It will be a surprise 
to the majority of American physicians who read this 
book to realize the steady advance in thoracic surgery 1 
and the definite hope offered the hopeless. 

Let s have a look at it when you’re through,” Fisher 
said sleepily. 

Bethune adjusted his bed lamp, settled back once 
more and began to read. The opening sentence was a 
calm statement, but weighted with revolutionary over¬ 
tones: Surgery of the twentieth century can boast no 
more important advance than that now being made in 
the operative management of pulmonary tuberculosis.” 

Surgery for pulmonary T.B. Done by whom? He 
could recall only inconclusive reports in American 
medical literature. Operatwe management . . . Direct, 
drastic, surgical intervention? As opposed to the catch¬ 
all fetish, lingering, uncertain rest in bed? Hadn’t he 

1 Chest surgery. 
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himself complained about the inadequacy of rest alone? 
He was seized by a sudden excitement: 

Only a fewyears ago any kind of surgery for the disease 
was considered ill-advised and meddlesome. Extra¬ 
pleural paravertebral thoracoplasty 2 and allied proce¬ 
dures are now offering to a large group of persons with 
predominantly unilateral tuberculosis (i.e., T.B. in one 
lung mainly) an excellent chance to escape a certain 
tuberculosis death and to become permanently well. 

He reread the passage carefully. This doctor was 
actually making the cold, casual statement that sup¬ 
posedly hopeless cases of T.B., centered mainly in one 
lung, could be completely cured by surgical methods! 
But that was precisely his own condition — infection 
crippling the left lung. Bethune read on swiftly, his ex¬ 
citement continuing to increase as Alexander, in meas¬ 
ured words, declared that there was sufficient evidence 
to adopt surgical procedures, that an appalling igno¬ 
rance lay behind the failure to utilize them in America, 
that thousands of men and women were dying because 
of this failure, that there had been widespread mis¬ 
representation where the facts had not been wholly 
ignored. The words seemed to leap up at him: 

In view of the enormous amount of work that has 
been done since the days of Koch to find a cure for man¬ 
kind’s most widespread scourge, it is surprising that the 
medical profession as a whole knows so little of pulmo¬ 
nary compression (deflation of the lung). Without doubt 
it is the most valuable contribution to the therapy of 
pulmonary tuberculosis that has been made in the 
present century and, in fact, since Detwciler advocated 
sanatorium treatment in the eighteen seventies .. . The 
value of surgery for selected cases of pulmonary tuber¬ 
culosis is no longer a matter open for discussion ... It 
is incumbent upon physicians everywhere to acquaint 
themselves with the indications and contra-indications 

1 Removal of part of the ribs to collapse an infected lun£. 
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for surgery so that the thousands of patients, who would 
otherwise certainly be lost, may be saved. 

This volume, the first in the English language, presents 
the entire subject of the surgery of pulmonary tuber¬ 
culosis with the object of acquainting the medical pro¬ 
fession with the principles and practical details that 
will enable it each year to save thousands of lives which 
certainly will be lost if surgery is not undertaken. 

The others were asleep now. Only his bed lamp burned 
in the darkness, casting shifting shadows on the walls. 
Bcthune looked thoughtfully at the book in his hands. 
Why hadn t he heard of it before? He searched among 
the pages to find the date of publication: 1926, the 
previous year. 

So that thousands may be saved! - Hope for the 
hopeless! Could it be that a fresh approach had been 
found, that somewhere medical men, trying to pierce 
the unknown, had found a light, and needed only to be 
followed? 

When dawn came his bed lamp was still burning. At 
last he let the book fall away, but it was a long time till 
he slept. A thought had begun to take shape in his mind, 
a slippery, elusive wisp of hope that he hardly dared 
acknowledge. Hope? No. not yet. he told himself- 
merely a growing resolution. 

He fell asleep with daybreak in his eves. Dr. John 
Alexander’s book beside him. many of its passages 
heavily penciled, his life, for better or worse, pro¬ 
foundly. irrevocably, unshakably altered. 

For the next few days he said little to anybody. He 
spent most of his time in the staff library, searching for 
everything published on surgery for pulmonary tuber¬ 
culosis. He was astonished to find how little material 
there was on the subject. A few of the articles he found 
in medical journals he dismissed as inconsequential in 
the face of the material collated by Dr. Alexander. Apart 
from a few articles by Dr. Alexander himself he was 
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forced to fall back on that expert’s book. But what he 
did find was enough to set his mind teeming with new 
ideas. 

For weeks he pumped every source he could find. In 
Alexander’s book he read with admiration of the men 
who had cast aside hidebound tradition and sought rev¬ 
olutionary procedures of restoring the tuberculous to 
health: De Cerenville in Switzerland; Brauer, Wilms, 
Sauerbruch, Stuertz, in Germany; Gourdet, Tuffier, 
B6rard, in France; Jacobaeus, in Sweden; Davies, in 
England; Gekler and Murphy in the United States; 
Archibald in Canada. These were men who rejected the 
concept of medicine as something static. They attacked 
what was unknown, in order to make it known. If men 
died of T.B., they insisted the job of medicine was to 
discover how to keep them from dying. If the current 
techniques failed, they insisted new techniques had to 
be found. And a special thrill in the vast agitation with 
which Bethune was now filled was the discovery that a 
Canadian surgeon, Dr. Edward William Archibald of 
Montreal, stood forth among the men advancing the 
new creed that there was “hope for the hopeless.” 

All of these men. with their own hands, had shown 
there were countless cases where patients had been put 
to bed without improvement, but had recovered when 
the infected lung had been collapsed cither permanently 
or temporarily, as the individual conditions required. 
As he readied deeper into the subject, Bethune went 
from impatience to exasperation. 

The Lea now resounded constantly to discussions on 
artificial pneumothorax 3 and the drastic operation 
known as thoracoplasty. 

“It’s beyond belief,” Bethune would say. “Many thou¬ 
sands are dying who are not only suitable for surgery, 
but urgently need it, and aren’t getting it. Only 17 
surgeons in this country have been using the methods 

* Insertion of air into <htst so as to collapse one lung. 
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developed by Sauerbruch, Brauer and others. And the 
total number of operations in the past seven years — in 
America, I mean — has been only 300. A drop in the 
bucket. At this very moment there are 30,000 men and 
women, in this country alone, and I wonder how many 
in Canada — 30,000 who are dying, for whom there is 
no hope with the current methods, and who might be 
saved by surgery — compression of the afflicted lung 
by one method or another.” 

He paced the floor moodily. “That isn’t mere igno¬ 
rance. It isn’t only conservatism. It’s downright bar¬ 
barism . . . And what about us? Do you think any one 
of us stands a chance, lying in bed till doomsday? ’ He 
paused, confronting them. ‘‘Alexander has gathered all 
the evidence. Artificial pneumothorax, which even we 
have known about for some years, but of which we seem to 
be afraid, for some reason, as the devil fears holy water. 
Yet what could be simpler? Insert a hollow needle into 
the chest cavity. Pump air into the cavity so that the 
lung is deflated as much as you want to deflate it. Then 
the lung is truly rested. It can’t move. Compared to that, 
staying in bed keeps the lung working like a fire 
engine . . . And when that’s done, keep pumping your 
air in every week, every month, every two months .. . 
as often as necessary, for as long a period of time as 
necessarv.” 

4 

He waved the book in front of him. “I’m tired of 
dying this way.” 

“What do you suggest? Can you say you’ve honestly 
given bed rest a fair trial?” Fisher asked. 

“No, and I don’t intend to. I want compression 
treatment. Alexander has convinced me. All of this is 
just horsing around. I’m going to demand artificial 
pneumothorax.” That afternoon he stormed into the 
administration building while a staff meeting was in 
progress and demanded artificial pneumothorax. Tru¬ 
deau’s staff was well acquainted with his turbulent 
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personality, and one doctor carefully suggested that 
there were risks involved in the treatment. 

Bethune grinned, opened his shirt and exclaimed, 
“Gentlemen, I welcome the risk!” 

He was to comment later that despite his criticisms 
of the “conservative” therapy at Trudeau it had been 
fortunate for him that he was treated there. Since the 
sanatorium’s founding near the end of the nineteenth 
century it had been in the vanguard of the fight against 
tuberculosis on the North American continent. 

Most of the leading T.B. therapists at the time either 
trained at Trudeau or made sure they saw some service 
there. This included such T.B. specialists as Dr. John 
Alexander and Dr. Edward Archibald, both of whom 
Bethune was to meet before he left the sanatorium. 
However, the hospital administration of the period 
reflected, to a great extent, the then current attitude to 
T.B. surgery, even though Trudeaus administrators 
were more advanced than their contemporaries in other 
parts of the country. 

Thus, surgery was only recommended in advanced 
cases, and pneumothorax treatment, which was known 
to the hospital staff, was still considered to be a form of 
therapy in its experimental stages. Before long the 
entire world of T.B. medicine was arguing the pros and 
cons of Dr. Alexander’s statements and theories. It was 
inevitable that Alexander’s views would eventually 
prevail, but the role Bethune was destined to play was 
to hasten its acceptance at Trudeau. He was ready to 

act as a guinea pig himself. 

If some of Trudeau’s staff doctors were loath to try 
a therapeutic procedure which they weren t entirely sure 
about, then they must have welcomed the opportunity of 
having a patient insist on it, particularly when the patient 
was an experienced physician who understood all the 
risks involved. The effect of the pneumothorax treatment 
was quick and dramatic. His cough faded and the sputum 
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disappeared within a month . 4 He felt a new vitality 
seeping through him, a transformation of mood and con¬ 
sciousness, a steady influx of restless energy and hope. 

Following the prescribed routine now to the letter, 
he drafted a program for the rehabilitation of T.B. 
patients returning to normal life. The tuberculous, he 
argued, were somewhat in the same fix as the war 
veterans. They were torn from their normal routine, 
their lives interrupted, and if eventually cured, re¬ 
turned to their homes without adequate preparation to 
take up their old lives or begin all over again. His plan 
envisaged a university right in the sanatorium. The 
professors were to be men suffering from T.B. them¬ 
selves. The students were to be the patients on the way 
bade to health. The purpose would be to fit the patients 
vocationally and psychologically for a world which made 
no provisions for their return. The plan was looked 
upon as a Utopian dream but was destined to be realized 
eventually . 5 

But he was not satisfied merely to plan rehabilitation 
programs. He was anxious to plant his feet firmly on the 
future. He began preparing for his own return. He 
studied avidly, kept notes on his reactions to the pneumo¬ 
thorax treatment, plunged deeper into surgical therapy 
for T.B., wrote a steady stream of letters to old friends, 
and took over a course on physiology and anatomy for 
student nurses at the D. Ogden Mills School of Nursing 
sponsored by the sanatorium. 

Two months after he had received his first artificial 
pneumothorax he was X-rayed for the last time, tapped, 
investigated from stem to stern, and pronounced fit to 
leave Trudeau. The effect of compression therapy in his 
case had been nothing short of miraculous — almost 
complete recovery in two short months! 

4 Medical records at Trudeau Sanatorium. 

* Ten years later a Study Craft Guild was established at Saranac Lake. 
’'Only a few friends of Bcchune," says Mrs. F. H. Heisc, wife of Trudeau's 
medical director, "realize this is an outcome of Bethune's dream." 
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The cavities in the lung had healed under pneumo¬ 
thorax and a temporary phrenicectomy . 6 There was no 
sign of infection. For years to come his bad lung would 
remain artificially collapsed. 

All evening doctors and fellow patients came to the 
Lea to say good-by. Then they were alone, he and his 
three cottagemates. 

“We’ll miss you,” Fisher said simply. “The Lea won't 
be the same any more.” 

“And a good thing, too,” Bethune laughed. 

He slapped Fisher on the back affectionately. “You 
idiots. I would miss you too, except for one thing. I 
expect to see you all . . . soon ... in the thriving flesh . . . 
hale, hearty and pneumothoraxed.” 

In the morning, with a firm handshake all around, 
the four men said their farewells. In front of the ad¬ 
ministration building, in the December snow, with the 
sleigh waiting, they pommeled each other, grinning like 
a quartet of kittens. Then he was off, standing up in the 
sleigh and waving his arms till he had passed through 
the gate and down the slope to town. 

At the station he scrawled a cable to Frances in Edin¬ 
burgh and handed it in at the telegraph office: “Cured, 
left Trudeau today. Am feeling the same about you as 
always. Will you marry me?” He had a minute left for a 
last look at Saranac Lake, once more covered with snow, 
and then he was on the train, rattling through the white 
hills. 

He pressed his face to the window in exultation. It 
was real; he was leaving; he was free; he had cheated 
the hangman. One year ago he had come through these 
same hills — for the last time, he had thought then, 
resigned to his fate, uncaring, all his farewells made. 
In Detroit, he reflected, he had gone under; at Trudeau 
he had learned once more the desire to live. 

6 Or phrcnicotomy. The phrenic nerve is interrupted to paralyze the 
diaphragm. This helps to compress the diseased lung. 
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Detroit... It seemed far away to him now. City of 
assembly lines, fleshpots, rich man, poor man, the 
American myth. He had gone under, thinking himself 
a lonely rebel, yet gone under because he had clung to 
it, trying to scrape up for himself some of its glitter 
and riches, writhing in his own disillusionment. Yes, it 
was simple to face it now, he thought cheerfully. With 
all his easily mouthed ideals he had put fame and for¬ 
tune on the throne where medicine should have sat 
alone. But no more. 

Never again would any living being lie under his scal¬ 
pel as a remote and separate organism posing a mere 
problem in mechanics. A man was flesh and dreams; 
his knife would save the dreams as well as the flesh. 

How many Fishers, Lis were still left atTrudeau! How 
many tens, how many hundreds of thousands would 
come after them! Trudeau was behind him, he thought, 
but for a year his mind had filled with an overwhelming 
picture of the suffering, the despair, the wasted lives, 
the careers and talents swept away by tuberculosis — all 
aided and abetted by some men’s refusal to move into the 
unknown, and some men’s mere indifference. But there 
were others, the real men of medicine — not yea-sayers 
or nay-sayers, not scramblers after quidc profits, but 
seekers. And he would be among them; he swore it to 
himself, with his left lung collapsed in his chest but his 
hopes soaring: he would be among them. 

Greater than all music, paintings, poems was their 
gift, the gift he now felt slumbering once more in his 
hands and brain: life itself, for all men equally, life for 
which all music, paintings, poems were made. Yes, he 
would be among the seekers, the disturbers, the givers 
of life, those who had raised up his faith again. And out 
of his renewed faith, as the train sped through the 
empty fields, there formed in his mind a rich, deep 
affirmation. He poured out his thoughts on a sheet of 
paper in a paraphrase of the Apostle’s Greed: 
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I believe in Trudeau, mighty father of the American 
sanatorium, maker of heaven on earth for the tuber¬ 
culous; and in Artificial Pneumothorax; which was 
conceived by Carson, born of the labors of Forlanini; 
suffered under Pompous Pride and Prejudice; was 
criticized by the Cranks whose patients are dead and 
buried; thousands now well, even in their third stage, 
rose again from their bed; ascending into the Heaven of 
Medicine’s Immortals, they sit on the right hand of Hip¬ 
pocrates our Father; from thence do they judge those 
phthisiotherapists 7 quick to collapse cavities or dead on 
their job. I believe in Bodington, Brehmer, Koch and 
Brauer, in Murphy, Friedrich, Wilms, Sauerbruch, 
Stuertz and Jacobaeus, in the unforgiveness of the sins 
of omission in Collapse Therapy, in the resurrection of 
a healthy body from a diseased one, and long life for 
the tuberculous with care everlasting. Amen. 

When he had finished he leaned back in his seat and 
watched the passing scenery once more. His life, he 
reflected, was like the train; slow in getting started, but 
now slipping into top speed under a full head of steam. 

God, he would soon be thirty-seven. What a long, 
winding ruin of time and wasted opportunities lay 
behind him! But at least it was now behind him; dead 
and decently buried in a dozen cities, the rest sloughed 
off at Trudeau, along with his sputum cup, staff, tu¬ 
bercle bacillus, uncertainties, fears. Good-by to the 
ruins. Good-by to Trudeau. Hail the cities awaiting his 
return. 


7 T. B. doctors. 



PART TWO 




The Enemy — Tuberculosis 
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On a cold, clear day in January 1929 Dr. Norman 
Bethune walked north along Montreal’s Park Avenue, 
turned west on Pine Avenue, and entered the grounds 
of the Royal Victoria Hospital, an immense, gray build¬ 
ing on the southern slope of Mount Royal that looked 
more like a traditional Scottish castle than a modern 
hospital. 

Somewhere inside the great building Dr. Edward 
Archibald was waiting for him. Also waiting was his 
new career as a thoracic surgeon. For two years Bethune 
had been shaping his life toward the goal that had 
brought him back again to his homeland. In Detroit, 
where he had returned briefly from Saranac Lake to 
wind up his personal affairs, former colleagues had 
given him a cordial welcome. His reputation, they 
assured him, though built in such a short time, had 
endured. He could resume his lucrative practice where 
he had left ofl. But he was no longer interested in 
Detroit, regular practice or the making of money. He 
told his friends he was finished with general surgery. 
His sole interest now was pulmonary tuberculosis. “Com¬ 
pression, early compression, and still earlier compres¬ 
sion,'’ became his theme song to every doctor he met. 

At his old hospital he had performed enough surgery 
to pay his expenses and provide some ready money. 

I hen he had gone to the New York State tuberculosis 
hospital at Ray Brook where he worked for close to two 
years. 

At Ray Brook he had applied the lessons learned at 
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Trudeau. He also conducted a series of bacteriological 
experiments on lung collapse in albino mice in collab¬ 
oration with two other doctors. 1 When he was satisfied 
that he was ready to branch out, he wrote Archibald, 
and the dean of Canadian thoracic surgery agreed to 
take him on as his first assistant. He arrived in Montreal 
with a confidence based, not on the old mystical notion 
of predestination, but on accomplishment. He had 
worked hard for two years preparing himself for tutor¬ 
ship under Archibald. He knew he was ready. 

The Royal Victoria Hospital is medically administered 
by McGill University’s famous Faculty of Medicine. A 
few months after Bethune’s arrival he was appointed to 
the University’s teaching staff. He loved to teach, and 
his teaching methods were unorthodox. His lectures were 
remembered by his students as much for his caustic com¬ 
ments on cliche thinking, on smug acceptance of what 
was allegedly known, as they were for his brilliant 
demonstrations of operative techniques. He enjoyed 
dramatizing a surgical problem in terms of the human 
being lying on the operating table. He tried to make his 
students see the person as well as the way the scalpel in¬ 
cised, or the way the blood vessels had to be tied. His 
classroom lectures and his operating theater demonstra¬ 
tions were among the most popular at the University. 

While working at Dr. Archibald's thoracic surgery 
clinic at the Royal Vic, and teaching at McGill, lie took 
time off for occasional trips to Trudeau Sanatorium to 
lecture and to demonstrate thoracic operative techniques. 

Yet, immersed as he became in his work and his 
teaching, he felt a disturbing loneliness during his 
leisure hours at his small flat, or as he wandered 
through the strange streets of this second-largest 
French-speaking city in the world. He knew the cause 
well: Frances. 

• Doctors David T. Smith and J. L. Wilson. The results of their work 
were published in J930 under the names of Smith, Bethune and Wilson in 
the Journal of Bactcrioloiy. 


$ Allan/Gordon, The Scalpel 
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Since his arrival in Montreal he had often written to 
her. At first he had been uncertain about her reaction, 
but he had given himself up to the yearning he could 
no longer suppress. It was his old self that had been 
entangled in the wreck of their marriage, but his old 
self, he reasoned, was now gone. Everything he had 
done for two years seemed to draw him back inevitably 
to her. It was as if his life followed two lines: she was 
one, the other was his work. 

He poured all his loneliness into his letters, writing 
about everything, even the most minute details of his 
daily routine, as if nothing that he did or saw or thought 
could be fully experienced unless he shared it with her. 
Where his letters had once been filled with rebukes, or 
remorse, or unhappiness, or apologies, or desperate 
pleas, now he wrote more calmly, more tenderly, with 
a note of deep longing breaking out unexpectedly in the 
midst of descriptions of Montreal or accounts of his 
work. In a typical letter he wrote: 

I get up at nine, and have coffee, toast and marma¬ 
lade. Walk to the hospital (25 minutes along Sherbrooke 
Street) and do clinical work (surgery, etc.) till one. 
Lunch at the hospital. Research from two to three. Then 
home to bed until six. Up and make dinner. Then bed 
again at eleven or twelve after an evening of reading. 
Once in a while go to the pictures or a hockey match- 

My health is excellent. I had an X-ray today, it shows 
no disease or cavity . .. nothing except healed scars. 

I ve often thought I should like to surprise you one 
morning by waiting at the corner of the street for you 
as you walked down for the car. I’d just say. “Hello — 
let’s go for a walk.” 

In her replies Frances wondered tactfully whether 
they had really changed enough to overcome old 
difficulties. He replied for himself in a gentle note: “I 
am getting quieter and quieter! You wouldn’t know me 
now. I swear.” 
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As Frances still expressed fears about the possibility 
of joining him once more, his loneliness began to op¬ 
press him. He wrote once: 

Last Sunday, having been in bed with a bad cold. I 
got very tired of the Hat and took the train at 8:35 in 
the morning with my skis for the mountains (forty miles 
north of the city). Skied six miles. Lunch in the woods 
and then back to the station and home again at nine 
and so to bed. 

Today I feel much better. The skiing stopped my 
cough! It was very lovely in the Laurentians — like 
Switzerland. The train was just like the trains in Vienna. 
Do you remember when you and I used to go into the 
country? — The same lovely young people eating sand¬ 
wiches out of paper bags and going to sleep on each 
other's shoulders coming home. My skiing was bloody 
awful. I fell all over the place. . . . 

How often can I say it? I love you. I wait for you. 

Your 

Beth 

Her letters became more affectionate, but still she 
tried to reason with him. They had failed so miserably 
before, how could they know it would work out now? 
She loved him too; she too was lonely; but she was ter¬ 
ribly afraid. 

But he could wait no longer. “Why should we be 
separate when we love each other? I can be happy with 
you. . . . But you not with me? I have been thinking that 
if you came, we can start out by meeting just as friends, 
living apart. Perhaps that is the only way for us. 

Her next letter, by return mail, was only a few lines. 
Hang the doubts, the misery of waiting! She was packing 
for the trip to Montreal. 

She arrived in the summer, and he had arranged 
everything. Though they had discussed living apart, in 
their last letters, taking their time to find out how mat¬ 
ters stood between them, now he rushed her off to a 
clergyman. They were married again. 



With Frances back, he felt that all was renewed. He 
was the full man now. Marriage, love, his work —and 
soon children, children to fulfill them both. 

There had been a purpose in everything, he told him¬ 
self then. A purpose to his mad searchings, disillusion¬ 
ment, collapse and rebirth. All of it had shaped and 
directed him. He had passed his fortieth birthday. Ihe 
years to come would redeem the years gone to waste. 
He had little time left, but he knew now what he hadn’t 
known when lie lay dying in Detroit. Some day he 
would be gone, but perhaps after him no one ever again 
would need to die of tuberculosis. 


11 

I HE QUIET OF THE OPERATING THEATER Was Suddenly 

shattered by a loud oath. The nurses and assistants 
looked up to find Bethune standing rigidly beside the 
operating table, one hand still holding a clamp project¬ 
ing out of the patient’s bade, the other raised with a 
rib stripper. He was glaring at the stripper, his eyes 
dark above the mask that gave his face a ghoulish 
appearance. 

Blasted idiocy! He threw the stripper savagely 
across the room. 

After the operation was over he quietly picked up the 
instrument. In the privacy of his office he laid it on his 
desk, studied it for a long time, and then made a series 
of sketches. When he was satisfied he had what he 
wanted, he called the hospital mechanic. 

Look, he said, tossing him the instrument, “I’ve 
got some sketches here I d like to give you. I want to 
make some changes in that silly thing.” His finger traced 
the outlines of one of the drawings. 

A week later the mechanic returned with the re¬ 
designed stripper. Dr. Archibald himself tested it during 
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his next thoracoplasty, pronounced it a definite improve¬ 
ment, and from then on it became standard equipment 
in the clinic’s chest surgery. 

The designing of a modified rib stripper was only one 
of many indications, to those who worked with him, that 
the pupil was quickly becoming the inventor, the 
innovator. Working under Dr. Archibald convinced 
Bethune that the latter was one of the greatest thoracic 
surgeons on the continent. But for the obscure doctor 
who had set himself the task of completely defeating 
tuberculosis, the necessity of learning everything to be 
learned was coupled with the necessity of resting con¬ 
tent with nothing. Existing knowledge was the store¬ 
house of the past; it had to be thoroughly explored —and 
constantly extended. 

Even as he first began taking over complicated cases 
from Dr. Archibald he was already reaching out along 
new paths. His mind teemed with new techniques, new 
approaches, designs for new instruments, among which 
the rib stripper was almost incidental. No sooner did he 
master a surgical procedure than he was dissatisfied with 
it, searching for possible improvements. Archibald was 
frequently impressed with his assistant’s unrelenting 
demand for the application of modern technology to the 
operating theater. 

Before he had performed his first operation by him¬ 
self at the clinic he had already produced a new ap¬ 
paratus for artificial pneumothorax. Dissatisfied even 
with this, he added a foot pump and a mechanism for 
drawing off fluid from the pleural cavity, thus giving 
the apparatus a two-in-one purpose. The machine was 
constructed by the hospital mechanic and was soon 
being used fairly extensively in other hospitals, includ¬ 
ing the Gravenhurst sanatorium where Bethune had 
spent a month in 1926. 1 

1 Since there were some 25 pneumothorax machines already in existence, 
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One day, after a thoracoplasty during which Archibald 
operated and Bethune exhausted himself holding the 
retractors (instruments for holding the wound open), he 
decided the current technique was altogether too primi¬ 
tive. In the next few weeks he designed two mechanical 
arms which could be fastened to any table in a matter 
of seconds, did the job more effectively than any human 
agency, and released an assistant for other work. He 
called the new device the Iron Interne . 2 

He had a profound admiration for the surgical in¬ 
struments bequeathed by the masters of surgery, and an 
equally profound contempt for doctors whose minds 
were sealed to change and the possibilities of new 
techniques. “They are sinking slowly into quicksand 
and don’t even know it.” he would say. Men like Sauer- 
bruch, Lilienthal and Stillc, for example, had developed 
shears to cut the first rib which he considered works of 
art. But the all-purpose rib shears made him angry. 
Every time he used it he swore under his breath and 
retreated to his office to sketch numerous designs for a 
new instrument. The problem had aroused his interest 
even back at Ray Brook Sanatorium. But each new type 
he made up was as clumsy or as heavy or as oversharp 
as the type it was designed to replace. 

He found the key to the problem through the unortho¬ 
doxy that so often disturbed other doctors. 

He was collecting a pair of shoes that had been re¬ 
soled one day when he noticed the shoemaker using an 
interesting device for cutting nails out of shoes. If only 
resecting ribs, he reflected, were as simple as mending 
shoes. He turned to leave, and was struck by a sudden 
thought. He asked to look at the shears. The surprised 
shoemaker passed them over the counter. 

produced in various parts of the world by masters of pulmonary surgery 
techniques, use of Bethunc’s machine was a rare tribute to its inventor. 

1 He used it effectively at a clinic which he later headed himself. It was 
also fully described and illustrated in the Dec. 1936 issue of the official 
publication of the Canadian Medical Association. 
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A few minutes later Bethune burst into the apartment 
shouting, “I’ve got it!’’ He took from his pocket the pair 
of shears which he had purchased from the shoemaker 
and laid it triumphantly on a table. “There. That’s the 
answer. Staring the whole damn profession in the face, 
and nobody ever thought of it. A gift from the United 
Shoe Machinery Company to the operating theater.” 

Frances was accustomed, as of old. to have him come 
home with new paintings, hats, books or art objects of 
all kinds. But this was no art object. “I hope you know 
exactly what you're being so ecstatic about, but all I 
see is a vicious-looking tool.' 

“Precisely,” Bethune said happily. “A vicious tool. 
And in two weeks’ time it will be a pair of nice, shiny 
rib shears that will simply sing through the ribs. . . . 

During the next few days he spent his spare moments 
studying the cobbler’s shears and drafting sketches. In 
the end, the Bethune Rib Shears, as it was to be known, 
appeared for its first test at the clinic. It was essentially 
the shoemaker’s tool, but modified to suit its new pur¬ 
pose. The handles were made nine times longer than 
the jaws to give powerful cutting leverage, the points 
were somewhat blunted, a stiffer steel was used, and 
rubber grips were put on the handles. T he instrument 
was an immediate success. 

‘‘The surgeon.” Bethune often said, “who can I see 
the hints and answers that nature and the world thrust 
into his face should be digging ditches, not massacring 
the human body.” 

Before a bit of truth or unsuspected knowledge he was 
humble; as a partisan of the ideas and technical innova¬ 
tions forever tumbling from his agile mind he was ag¬ 
gressive; sometimes, to those about him, even dis¬ 
turbingly violent. In one case, when surgery was being 
discussed for a patient with adhesions between the lung 
and chest wall, which prevent the lung from collapsing 
when compression is desired, he proposed a new method 
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he had developed for cutting the adhesions. The method 
was highly complicated, and involved the insertion into 
the pleural cavity of two slender tubes. Through one 
the operator could both illuminate and look into the 
pleural cavity. The other was a mechanism which, with 
delicate manipulation, fastened silver clips on each 
adhesion. The adhesions were cut through between the 
clips, the clips then acting like “tourniquets” and prevent¬ 
ing the severed stumps from hemorrhaging. With the 
adhesions gone, the lung could be collapsed by artificial 
pneumothorax. 

The technique was novel and intricate. Dr. Archibald 
was skeptical about it, but Bethune argued for it with 
the vehemence for which he was noted. In the end Dr. 
Archibald gave in, saying Bethune was as stubborn as 
a mule, but that if his method didn’t work he would be 
the first to admit it. 

The method worked and Bethune soon described and 
illustrated it for the medical journals. But he was finally 
convinced, after much experimentation, that it was in¬ 
ferior to the electrocoagulation procedure (cutting 
through the adhesions with an electrically heated metal 
implement) and presented his new views frankly in the 
Canadian Medical Association Journal. 

The question of adhesions in reverse sent him off into 
one of his most interesting experiments. There were times 
when it was desirable, they found at the clinic, as others 
had also found, to induce adhesions between lung and 
chest wall in order to prevent sections of the lung from 
collapsing in certain forms of surgery. Many investiga¬ 
tors had grappled with the problem, usually with poor 
results. Bethune developed a number of methods of 
actually causing adhesions to develop, but most brought 
complications that made them untenable. In the end he 
carried on experiments with six dogs and six cats. In 
these experiments he established that the introduction of 
ordinary talc-iodine powder on the desired lung sur- 
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faces (blown in through a hollow needle) quickly caused 
these surfaces to fasten themselves onto the chest walls 
through the quick growth of connective adhesions . 3 
These adhesions, in turn, prevented collapse of the 
lung areas involved. They developed, under Bethune’s 
method, without infection or other complications in the 
pleural cavity. Dr. Archibald considered the Bcthune 
Pleural Poudrage, as it came to be known, “a distinct 
advance.” He also had no hesitation in declaring that 
the Poudrage and other innovations “make Bethune’s 
genius in mechanical inventions an established fact .’ 1 

As his exploring mind sent him probing to the roots of 
one problem after another, a few men in the profession 
said that he was too avid for “spectacular"’ results, 
mechanical innovations — and too little interested in 
the effects on the patient. His public reactions to the 
whisperings was one of complete indifference; under¬ 
neath his perpetual composure the insinuations made 
him writhe. Those close to him knew that there was 
nothing he would attempt on a patient that he wouldn’t 
attempt first on himself. 

During the period in which his left lung was kept 
collapsed he experimented endlessly on himself with his 
pneumothorax apparatus, sampling every possible man¬ 
ner of making pneumothorax more efficient and every 
possible reaction on the patient. He had his own phrenic 
nerve tied again to revive the memory of what hap¬ 
pened to the patient and to test the effectiveness of 
phreniccctomy . 5 When the problem came up as to 
whether the presence of blood in the lungs would show 
on X-rays he decided to find out for himself. He with¬ 
drew blood from his arm, injected it into the tracheo¬ 
bronchial tree, and had himself X-rayed. The blood 

• Published later, Feb. 1935 .Journal of Thoracic Surgery. 

4 Letter to authors, 1943. 

6 The operation was done not only to observe the regenerative powers 
of the phrenic nerve but also because he was convinced that his own condi¬ 
tion indicated the procedure at the time. This was a radical phreniccctomy 
with resection of the accessory phrenic nerve. 
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cast no shadow on the films. The test was not necessarily 
conclusive, but it revealed his approach to experimenta¬ 
tion and illustrated his readiness to continue in the role 
of guinea pig as well as investigator. 

When one of the patients at the hospital died of 
obscure symptoms, Bethune was puzzled by strange 
foreign matter he found in the lungs during the post¬ 
mortem. He had a mold made for laboratory tests but 
these drew a blank. In an effort to discover whether the 
foreign matter was tuberculous he then injected some 
of the mold into a rabbit. When nothing happened to 
the rabbit he rubbed some of the mold onto his own ear. 
The astonished laboratory technicians were petrified at 
the thought of what he might have done to himself. A 
few weeks later he presented himself again. “Well,” he 
asked genially, “what do you think it was?” Looking at 
him anxiously they confessed they didn’t know. Had he 
discovered anything? “Nothing,” he replied. “Not a 
damn thing’s happened. Anyway, it wasn't tuber¬ 
culosis, or I wouldn't be so cheerful about it. So we can 
conclude that in a negative sense, the experiment was 
successful.” 

Whatever the incidents of the experiments indicated 
to his colleagues, in die chronology of Bethune’s rapidly 
developing career, they dovetailed with formal confirma¬ 
tion of his significance as an innovator. 

In the summer of 1931, a year after he had launched 
himself along new paths under Dr. Archibald, he was 
buttonholed one day by a middle-aged American of 
dignified bearing at a medical convention in Montreal. 
The American introduced himself as George P. Pilling. 
He had for some time been trying to meet Bethune. he 
said, and had come to Montreal for two reasons: first, 
to attend the current medical convention, and second, 
to meet Bethune. 

Mr. Pilling was the head of the Philadelphia firm of 



Pilling and Sons, internationally known manufacturers 
of surgical instruments. “I have seen some of your in¬ 
struments, Dr. Bethune,” he said approvingly, “and 1 
would like to propose a contract under which we would 
have exclusive rights to the manufacture and distribu¬ 
tion of all your surgical inventions.” 

Next day Bethune arrived at Filling's hotel room, 
marched in, seated himself at a desk, said, "Let s hear 
your contract terms,” and started sketching on a pad. 
Pilling watched, fascinated at the rapidity with which 
Bethune sketched. Bethune looked up. “Don t mind 
me,” he said. “I can listen to you while I work.” 

While Pilling outlined his firm’s proposed royalty ar¬ 
rangements, Bethune continued his sketching. The Amer¬ 
ican finished, somewhat uncertain that he had made 
himself understood. Without a break in his sketching. 
Bethune said. “It’s a deal,” and then launched into a 
long dissertation on what was wrong with modern 
surgical instruments. 

The gist of his remarks was that surgery was partly 
in the van of twentieth-century technological develop¬ 
ment and partly in the Middle Ages. Surgery s best 
minds had successfully introduced breath-taking re¬ 
forms, yet often seemed bogged down by prejudice and 
inertia. Surgeons too often blindfolded themselves to 
industrial developments which could make possible all 
types of new instruments for the operating room. There 
was a need to attack prejudice, lack of vision, in¬ 
difference — a need for a fresh approach, based on the 
most advanced changes in technology, and even to make 
demands upon technology. “We need, in short, a spring 
cleaning in the operating room,” he concluded. 

Impressed by the lecture, Mr. Pilling suggested that 
Bethune write a medical paper on modern surgical 
instruments. 

“I plan to do just that,” Bethune announced and 
handed Pilling a sheaf of papers which bore the rough 



sketches of his pneumothorax apparatus and half a dozen 
other instruments . 0 

Mr. Pilling took cordial leave of his visitor and soon 
his firm was advertising the Bethune Pneumothorax Ap¬ 
paratus, the Bethune Rib Shears, and an assortment of 
other Bethune instruments. For Bethune it was to pre¬ 
sage a new eminence. The pupil had already established 
himself as a master in his own right. Henceforth, 
wherever medical men warred against tuberculosis 
across the continent, the instruments bearing his name 
were among their indispensable weapons. 


12 

The course he had set himself stretched straight 
ahead. For the doctor and man reborn at Trudeau noth¬ 
ing seemed unattainable. Then suddenly everything 
collapsed. After one year of their second marriage 
Frances asked for a divorce. 

I-or the first few months of their second marriage, all 
had gone relatively well. Even as the old conflicts 
emerged once more in the routine of daily living, a 
deep bond remained between them. But with mixed feel¬ 
ings of fear and frustration, both sensed that the pattern 
their first marriage had followed was reasserting itself. 

Neither one could isolate the exact cause, but Frances 
especially found herself growing increasingly restive 
and unhappy. 

Were they simply unsuited for one another? Then 
what about the affection they shared, and which emerged 
with powerful force during their moments of reconcilia¬ 
tion? Vaguely, both perceived the conflict was a com¬ 
bination of many things. 

To begin with, there was Bethune’s overwhelming 

* He later described his inventions in the Journal of the Canadian 
Medical Association, Dec. 1936. 
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sense of dedication. It overflowed into their marriage, 
making her feel she shared only a corner of his life, 
stifling her sometimes with the demands it made upon 
her own life. Like his mother, like Eleanor Dell, she, 
too, was convinced he was destined for greatness and 
vaguely, broodingly, she often felt she was holding him 
back, that she was "not good” for him. With these 
feelings came another —that he was “not good” for her! 

One afternoon she came home to find him sitting cross- 
legged on the floor, studying a miniature skeleton. She 
had asked him in the morning if he would mind shop¬ 
ping for her and now she said, "Did you remember to 
buy the meat for dinner?” 

“Yes,” he replied absently, "it's in the refrigerator.” 

When she opened the refrigerator door her gaze fell, 
not on the lamb chops but on a human intestine he had 
brought home from the hospital to study at his leisure. 
She gasped in horror, and that might have ended the 
incident, but it didn't. Somehow it stayed with her, 
bringing into focus many tilings she had kept even from 
herself. He had his work; he lived with it even when 
things went badly between them. She, however, had 
only their life together, and when that fell apart she had 
nothing. 

Perhaps even then they might have gone on. content 
to be together despite all the recurring tensions. But 
unexpectedly Frances found herself awakening to the 
possibility of a life with another man that could be as 
normal and quiet as she had once desired. 

She spoke her mind frankly to Bethune. Under the 
circumstances she felt she could no longer live with him. 
and asked for a divorce. His reaction was a series of 
climactic gestures. First he staggered her with an out¬ 
burst of scorching anger. Then he staggered her with 
an outburst of magnanimity. If she could be happy 
only with another man then she must have a divorce 
immediately. 
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Outwardly composed and the soul of affability, 
Bethune was now quite miserable. He divided his free 
time between a feverish social whirl and lonely brood¬ 
ing. At the hospital his colleagues noticed that he grew 
daily more irritable. He kept assuring Frances that her 
new marriage would have his hearty approval, but when 
a friend visited his room one day and noticed a huge 
doll in a corner, Bethune said bitterly: “That? That’s 
Alice in Wonderland. Sole issue of my marriage. 
Frances and I have an understanding about her. She is 
to spend six months with me and six months with 
Frances. . . .” 

Out of all the years of love and longing he had been 
left only with a doll. 


IS 

In thf. spring of 1933 an opportunity arose for Bethune 
to take temporary charge of the thoracic surgery de¬ 
partment of one of the largest hospitals in the United 
States, the Herman Kiefer Hospital in Detroit. The 
hospital’s thoracic surgery chief. Dr. Edward O’Brien, 
had been seriously injured in an automobile accident 
and when the problem of a replacement arose, he sug¬ 
gested Bethune. 

Bethune knew the position would only last until Dr. 
O’Brien recovered, but he took it because it gave him 
the opportunity of doing things his own way as head of 
a department. With mixed feelings he said good-by to 
Dr. Archibald, “the man who taught me more than any 
other doctor.” and left for Detroit. 

Here, for the better part of a year, he did all the 
thoracic surgery on Dr. O’Brien’s service at the Herman 
Kiefer Hospital, the Maybury Sanatorium, Northville, 
and the American Legion Hospital. Battle Creek. The 
experience was invaluable. 

Instead of returning to Montreal on O’Brien’s return, 
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Bethune went on a barnstorming trip across the states, 
demonstrating his surgical tediniqucs and comparing 
notes with other surgeons. 

When he returned to Montreal in the spring of 1934, 
he considered himself a better surgeon than he had ever 
been, but there were no hospital appointments available. 
In the years after Trudeau he had never bothered about 
building up a private practice because he had concen¬ 
trated on perfecting himself as a surgeon. He had ac¬ 
complished what he had set out to do but in the process, 
as he wrote one of his friends, he had gone “stone 
broke.” 

The man whose surgical instruments had won numer¬ 
ous testimonials, who had just demonstrated his ad¬ 
vanced techniques to American doctors, whose medical 
articles were closely studied —was now looking for a 
job. He began a series of formal letters to hospitals, 
sanatoriums and friends, announcing that his services 
were available. A number of hospitals replied, each ex¬ 
pressing interest, each promising that “when the occasion 
arises, in view of your excellent credentials, we will 
keep you in mind.” 

It was a time of universal retrenchment. Economic 
depression was stalking the continent. The incidence of 
sickness was rising sharply among all sections of the 
population, but the wealth of America was rusting, 
hospital staffs were being cut. and there seemed no room 
anywhere for a surgeon who had already made his mark. 

Then, unexpectedly, he received a letter from the 
Sacre Ccrur hospital, in reply to his routine application, 
granting him an appointment as head of a new chest 
surgery department the hospital was setting up. 

He accepted, and wrote Dr. B. in a swift rise of good 
spirits: 

I was appointed Thoracic Surgeon and Bronchoscopist 
to the Sacre Coeur Hospital in Carticrvillc; 450 beds, 



20 miles from Montreal. Frendi-Canadian and Catholic. 
$1,200 a year, one day a week, so the strain is less 
strained. My title is: Chef clans les Services de Chirurgie 
Pulmonaire et de Bronchoscopie! I am going to have a 
nice big white cap made with “Chef” marked in front. 
Really, I am delighted. No chest surgery has been done 
here up to date with the exception of phrenics as 
curiosities. I cauterized some adhesions there yesterday 
and the chorus of oh’s and ah’s from the nuns rose like 
a chant at the high altar. 

Sacr6 Cceur stood behind great lawns and gardens 
along the Carticrville highway. While there had been 
no chest or pulmonary surgery done at the hospital, 
now, under Bethune’s direction, the new department 
became one of the most important of the hospital’s 
services. 

He was in many ways a disturbing phenomenon in 
the Catholic institution. Unlike the conventional doctor 
who, he was fond of saying, “dresses like a cross between 
a mortician and a maitre d’hotel,” he often turned up 
in a pork-pie hat, dark shirt, silk tie, English tweed 
jacket, expertly tailored, and gray flannels. At first the 
nuns were scandalized; then they accepted him; then 
they loved him. Soon his connection with Sacrc Cceur 
became permanent. 

Being in full charge of the chest department, he was 
in a position to try all his ideas and techniques without 
hindrance. He refined and developed many of the in¬ 
novations he had introduced at the Royal Victoria 
under Dr. Archibald. He designed and introduced nu¬ 
merous new operating instruments. 

His clinic grew from nothing to the point where it 
was treating as many as 1100 tubercular patients in a 
single year. Under his supervision close to 300 major 
and minor chest operations were eventually being 
performed annually, including as many as 73 thoraco¬ 
plasties in a single twelve-month period. 
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The steady operating routine stimulated rather than 
dulled his zeal for experiment and new attacks on 
tuberculosis. His old energy was back, renewing his 
appetite for work. He could stay up most of the night 
with friends, operate in the morning, do experimental 
work in the afternoon, and make the round of his 
patients in between. If confronted with a case for which 
there was no precedent in medical literature, he impro¬ 
vised with breath-taking audacity. 

In one case he was called in as consultant for an 
elderly male patient at the Royal Victoria Hospital. The 
patient had been operated on two years before for the 
draining of a large amount of pus from the right chest 
space. Now he had severe pain again in the same area 
and it was established that the infection had recurred. 
One of the difficulties involved was the advanced age 
of the patient and the fear that he might not be able to 
withstand extended surgery. The extent of the infec¬ 
tion was indicated when Bethune removed 500 cubic 
centimeters of pus from the chest by aspiration (literally, 
sucked out through a hollow needle). Laboratory tests 
showed the presence of streptococci and other bacilli, 
but no tubercle bacilli. Studying the case, and taking 
into account the patient’s age and the absence of tu¬ 
berculosis, Bethune decided on a novel treatment. He 
cut through to the pocket of infection and kept the wound 
open to drain for nine days. On the tenth day he intro¬ 
duced a test-tubeful of live maggots directly into the 
open wound, covered it securely with a wire screen, and 
suspended an electric light near the screen to drive the 
maggots into the depths of the wound. 

He was basing this treatment on something known 
but mostly ignored since the days of Ambroise Pare 
(1509—1590): Neglected wounds infested by maggots 
tend to heal rather than to become worse. Controlled 
experiments had on several occasions established that 
maggots seemed to “eat” infection. Now Bethune, with 
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nothing but maggots in the patient’s wound, waited for 
the results. 

The day after being screened in the maggots showed 
themselves very lively. Two days later they were still 
lively, but less so, and were also larger. The discharge 
from the wound now was markedly less and thinner. 
The next day the maggots were dead and the discharge 
even more improved, with many less streptococci show¬ 
ing up in laboratory tests and the exposed lung surface 
taking on a healthy appearance. The dead maggots were 
washed out with saline solution and two days later new 
living maggots were introduced once more. Six days 
later, when these maggots were in turn washed out, the 
cavity originally established by the infection had been 
reduced five times. Six days later the patient was out of 
bed, and two weeks later, with the cavity fully closed, 
he was discharged from the hospital with no further 
iccurrence of his troublesome infection. It was the first 
time maggots had been so used . 1 

Bcthune experimented further along the same lines. 
He published his findings in the March 1935 Canadian 
Medical Association Journal and the Journal of Tho¬ 
racic Surgery. 

There were the years now of work, growth, achieve¬ 
ment and recognition. He was his own master. He could 
follow his own leads and set up his own goals. His tem¬ 
per came into conflict with no superior authority. He 
was free to put his views into practice and could argue 
them against all comers on equal terms. 

He became a frequent contributor to the medical 
journals, sometimes departing from the conventional 
patterns of medical writing to raise controversial issues. 
He was a well-known figure at continental gatherings 
of chest surgeons, and came to be numbered among the 
top few. Only four years after he had begun to work 

1 It should be recalled that this 
the various antibiotics. 
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under Dr. Archibald he was elected to the Council of 
the American Association for Thoracic Surgery. He sat 
on the Council alongside Dr. John Alexander, whose 
book had so profoundly influenced his outlook while he 
was still at Trudeau Sanatorium. As his reputation grew 
he was appointed consultant to the sanatorium at St. 
Agathe des Monts, and to the health departments of the 
Federal and Provincial governments. And as Sacre Occur 
expanded its role in the surgical treatment of tuber¬ 
culosis in French Canada, he himself began to branch 
out from the techniques of surgical treatment to a 
theoretical evaluation of the disease. 

Just as he had become dissatisfied with the fears 
about radical treatment when he himself was dying, so 
he now became dissatisfied with what he considered a 
piecemeal approach to the disease. He declared in all 
his writings that it was necessary to abandon the idea 
that T.B. was merely a disease of the lungs. It was in 
reality a disease of the body. The bacillus's attack on 
the lungs was the end product of the environment's 
attack on the whole organism. “Any scheme to cure this 
disease,” he often said, “which does not consider man 
as a whole, as the resultant of environmental strain and 
stress, is bound to fail.” 

In the middle of 1932 he had first published his Pica 
for Early Compression in Pulmonary Tuberculosis. 
Restating the thesis that the final cure might come 
through a direct attack on the tubercle bacillus, he held 
that T. B. could be wiped out before that time. He 
continued to argue that early, rather than late, com¬ 
pression of the affected lung should be attempted in 
order to permit the body to throw off the disease. 
“Pulmonary tuberculosis,” he said, “shows an inherent 
tendency, a willingness for recovery, which when con¬ 
sidered beside dironic heart, kidney or liver diseases 
which show little or no tendency to cure, makes it unique 
among the diseases of long duration aflccting man. . . . 



We, as a people, can get rid of tuberculosis, when once 
we make up our minds it is worth while to spend enough 
money to do so. Better education of doctors, public educa¬ 
tion . .. enforced periodic physical and X-ray examina¬ 
tions, early diagnosis, early bed-rest, early compression, 
isolation and protection of the young are our remedies.” 

His attitude towards conservatism and inertia in the 
profession grew more and more critical. The refusal to 
move forward, he declared, was taking its toll in lost 
lives and in the end forcing expenditure of state money 
on illnesses and hospitalization that could have been 
avoided. Those who opposed ‘‘active treatment” for 
early precavernous and frankly cavernous tuberculosis 
were merely echoing ‘‘objections raised at the beginning 
of the century against operations for appendicitis.” 
Precautionary measures, early diagnosis, early treat¬ 
ment and full utilization of surgical procedures — these 
were his constant cry. 

At Sacrc Cocur his ideas brought encouraging results. 
Cases which ten, perhaps even five years earlier might 
have been considered hopeless were either cured by 
surgical techniques or substantially improved. But as he 
studied the figures on incoming patients and the per¬ 
centage of those released as cured, a strange contradic¬ 
tion, at first vague but then unmistakable, began to vex 
him. “There’s something wrong,” he would say. “The 
more advanced our curative surgery, the more cases of 
T. B. we get. Precisely at the moment when scientific 
knowledge on how to attack the disease has reached its 
highest point, the incidence of the disease has equally 
readied its highest point.” In the province of Quebec 
there was a higher percentage of T. B. cases than in any 
other Canadian province. There were more victims than 
the hospitals and sanatoriums could accommodate. The 
province with the lowest standard of living had the 
highest T. B. rate. And throughout the country, in the 
city slums and bankrupt farm hinterlands, there were 
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many thousands of people slowly succumbing before 
the disease without even knowing they had it. 

Why? The question made him uneasy even as he 
continued to expound his theory of early lung com¬ 
pression. His search for the answers led him to another 
disease that was engulfing the world — a disease more- 
deadly than the tubercle bacillus and swifter than 
medieval cholera. 

Like any other serious medical practitioner he had 
always known that T. B. fed on poverty. But now 
poverty, for some reason, seemed to be spreading every¬ 
where, spewing forth ten new cases of T. B. infection 
for every single case he and other doctors cured. Now 
when he asked himself why, the answer beckoned him 
along many strange, new and disturbing paths. 

The papers were full of crisis, depression, bankrupt¬ 
cy, unemployment, relief, controversy. In October 1929 
there had been a tremor on the New York stock market, 
and then much more than a tremor. There had been no 
need, of course, for undue alarm — so everybody had 
assured everybody else —but without undue alarm banks, 
factories and mines had fallen into bankruptcy like a 
house of cards, and the prophets of “cautious optimism 
had followed one another out of the high windows of 
their Wall Street offices. 

Bethune had, of course, been aware of some economic 
malaise that was causing a lot of discussion, but it was 
one of those cyclical things, the economists said, and 
would soon straighten itself out. Now, however, five 
years had passed; nothing was straightening itself out. 
The man who had set out to cure T. B. became obsessed 
by the fear that all his nice theories, so practical in the 
operating theater, were being undermined outside the 
operating theater. 

One million people, a tenth of the entire Canadian 
population, 2 were dependent on government relief. 

* By 1952 Canada's population exceeded 14,COO,COO. 



When Bethunc read of the living standards of the un¬ 
employed his indignation rose at the revelation that the 
families of the unemployed lived on a government 
stipend of SI.20 a week per adult and 80 cents a week 
per child. That was obviously ridiculous and would have 
to be changed. But when he said so, his colleagues 
looked at him as if he were a little touched in the head. 
Didn t he know that it was the same everywhere? And 
indeed he found that it was. While presidents and min¬ 
isters talked of “prosperity around the corner,” unem¬ 
ployment, bankruptcy and fear gripped every continent. 
Dislocation and collapse stretched from Spain, where 
Primo de Rivera ruled through military dictatorship; 
to Germany, where a strange creature and a strange 
movement, Hitler and National Socialism, had seized 
power; to China, where Chiang Kai-shek was busily 
reducing the population by massacres of opposition 
elements; to Japan, where a militarist clique dreamed 
of ruling all Asia. 

To Bethune it began to appear as if some mass mania 
had laid hold of the world. Night seemed to be day and 
day never seemed to come. “Pull in your belts,” cabinet 
spokesmen of ample girth advised, and stopped count¬ 
ing when the number of unemployed around the globe 
hit 40,000.000. It was a simple matter of overproduc¬ 
tion, they said, but everywhere the people had nothing. 

In the world at large he noted a disturbing contradic¬ 
tion. Millions were without clothes, and the United 
States ploughed under its cotton fields. Tens of millions 
were hungry, but Canada burned its wheat. On street 
corners men begged a nickel for a cup of coffee, but 
Brazil dumped its coffee into the ocean. In Montreal’s 
working-class districts the children were bowlegged 
with rickets, but oranges from the South were destroyed 
by the carload. And from the head of the Canadian 
Medical Association came a warning that disaster lay 
ahead for the profession and the people of Canada 
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unless emergency measures were taken to provide 
medical services for the majority of citizens who 
couldn’t afford to pay, and for the doctors who couldn’t 
afford to treat their patients without payment. 

One night Bethune stood before the easel he had set 
up in the living room of his apartment, daubing away 
idly, trying to catch the night scene through his large 
windows overlooking Beaver Hall Square. He had had 
the windows put in himself, replacing smaller ones which 
had not let in enough light. At night he could look out 
and see the lower city, at the foot of Beaver Hall Hill, 
the lights of the harbor, and the massive skyscrapers 
which were centered just south and west of the apart¬ 
ment. From his window the sound of tugboats on the 
St. Lawrence were distinct and mournful. Northwards 
ran St. Catherine Street, the busiest street in the city, 
and beyond that rose Mount Royal. He had often stood 
there, feeling the city around him, and now he tried to 
catch the feeling of it on canvas. 

He daubed away but was dissatisfied with what he had 
painted and replaced the canvas with a clean one. Then 
he sat down at his typewriter. He had for some time 
been turning over in his mind a statement of the doubts 
and fears gnawing at him. He thought of the hundreds 
of people coming into his ward, and wondered whether 
their charts should be labeled “pulmonary tuberculosis 
or “economic poverty.” At Trudeau it had seemed clear 
to him that surgery would be the answer to T. B. Now 
nothing seemed clear, except. . . Yes, one thing, at least, 
seemed clear. 

Tuberculosis, he wrote, was the specific response of 
the human organism to a specific environment. Well, 
that was hardly new; it had to be stated more precisely. 
Trudeau had written: “There is a rich man’s tubercu¬ 
losis and a poor man’s tuberculosis.” That, he reflected, 
was what now needed to be said again, and would have 



to be shouted from the rooftops. “There is a rich man’s 
tuberculosis and a poor man’s tuberculosis. The rich 
man recovers and the poor man dies. This succinctly ex¬ 
presses the close embrace of economics and pathology.” 
The conditions breeding T.B. in man were spreading. 
“Let him persist in continuing in such an environment 
and he will die!” 

Men. women and children were dying every year of 
T.B. He had no way of helping them. As a surgeon he 
never even saw them, and even if it were physically 
possible to get enough doctors to handle them, others 
would follow from the same homes, the same streets, 
the same cities. It was necessary to sound a warning! 

“The incurable tuberculous who will fill our sana- 
toriums for the next five years are now walking the 
streets, working at desks with early curable tuberculosis 
. . . Lack of time and money kills more cases of pul¬ 
monary disease than lack of resistance to that disease. 
The poor man dies because he cannot afford to live. 
Here the economist and sociologist meet the com- 
pressionist on common ground.” 

He reread what he had written with a sense of frustra¬ 
tion. What did he know of economics or sociology? He 
had spent most of his life becoming a surgeon; as a 
surgeon he could heal the human body, not the whole 
damn stupid mess called society. “We, as physicians,” 
he continued, “can do but little to change external en¬ 
vironmental forces which predispose to infection and re¬ 
infection. Poverty, poor food, unsanitary surroundings, 
contact with infectious foci, overwork and mental strain 
are beyond our control. Essential and radical readjust¬ 
ments of these are problems for the economists and 
sociologists ." 3 

He reread the article many times. Did it say anything 
new and worth while? Did it make sense? Or was he 
moving into still another blind alley? 

■ 1 Published later in Canadian Medical Association Journal . 


He felt dissatisfied with what he had written, with 
himself, with everything. Perhaps he was simply think¬ 
ing too much about things he didn t understand. He 
went back to his easel. 

He painted long into the night, at breakneck speed, 
his depression gradually slipping away. When he was 
finished he felt tired, but relaxed. He stood away from 
the easel and studied his work with satisfaction. 

Dominating the center of the canvas was an im¬ 
pressionistic Godhead, a powerful embodiment of justice 
and impartiality. Before him, humbly, fearfully, stood 
a surgeon, awaiting the final verdict. Surrounding the 
surgeon were the spirits of the men and women he had 
treated on earth, pointing at him, accusing him, crying 

out to God in their agony and wrath. 

Across the back of the canvas he penciled the title: 

“The Surgeon at the Day of Judgment.” 


14 

He had become a successful surgeon, a social lion, 
an available bachelor, a prize catch for a never-ending 
cycle of soirees. Snobs, cynics and socialites pursued 
him, yet felt out of their depths when they captured him. 

Among some of his colleagues, for whom the pillars 
of life were a comfortable home, payment of the 
mortgage, insurance and a growing bank account, his 
improvidence was staggering. He earned a lot of money 
— and spent it all. Even Frances, after all these years, 
could still gasp at some of his gifts. He bought every¬ 
thing that pleased him, no matter what the cost. He was 
especially a boon to struggling young Montreal artists, 
whose work he bought on sight if it pleased him. To 
those who found his freehanded dispensing of money 
disturbing he had a ready reply: “Money? Only the 
medium of exchange.” 



When he met a colleague given to pontificating about 
his profession he liked to say that the surgeon was no 
different from a plumber, except that he wasn’t always 
as skilled. If he was with a group of people who bored 
him he left without ceremony or excuses. “He’s a ter¬ 
ribly exhausting man to know,” one of his friends said 
resignedly after one of his typically swift arrivals and 
departures. 

His apartment on Beaver Hall Hill was furnished 
with sybaritic touches — an echo of his early hedonistic 
days in London. The furniture was of his own design. 
The paintings included his own and those of many 
young Canadian artists. Books overflowed into every 
room. The objets d'art, the rugs, the drapes had been 
selected with an eye for color, design and quality. But 
just as his turtle-neck sweaters satirized the dinner 
jackets of stuffy acquaintances, so the sensuous ap¬ 
pearance of his home was lightened by a satiric quality 
all his own. His diplomas, often the carefully displayed 
self-advertisement of the doctor, were consigned to his 
bathroom walls. 

Nothing that pleased him was too expensive for his 
purse. Yet all his friends knew that there was nothing 
that pleased him that he didn’t delight in sharing. Every 
book in his astonishing library carried a simply designed 
bookplate with the legend, “This book belongs to Nor¬ 
man Bethune and his friends.” As with his books, so 
with his home. Artists who labored in obscure poverty, 
actors who in the existing state of Canadian arts 
dreamed only of raising enough money to go to New 
York or London, bright young people who had yet to 
taste economic security — all were welcome, and all 
discerned a genuine affection beneath the airy affability 
with which he received them. Sometimes they would 
congregate while he was dressing in his bedroom. They 
would read his books, play his records, and then he 
would come out, and say cheerfully: “I’m off to attend 
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a patient. There’s food in the refrigerator and liquor 
in the bathroom. Have fun while I’m away.' 

He startled even his closest friends with Shavian 
sallies against the smugness of ownership. One evening 
a young lady brought to his apartment by a mutual ac¬ 
quaintance was struck by a pair of vivid drapes over 
the window. They were long, full and made of blood- 
red velveteen. 

“You like them?” he asked. 

“They’re wonderful!” 

He picked up a pair of scissors, cut away half of one 
of the hangings, and tossed it across the room to her. 
“My own selection,” he said. 

“What have you done!” she cried. 

He looked at her sideways, veiling his amusement. 
“I’ve given you something you like. What else?” 

Among the gossips — and those who knew him only 
from a distance — there was a good deal of eyebrow- 
raising about his “antics” with women. His attitude 
was frank and often disconcerting to the strait-laced. 
He looked appreciatively at every neat ankle that passed 
his way. His comments were uniformly uninhibited in 
the street, the living room and at the dinner table. 
“What a magnificent pair of hips. . . .” "What a pelvis 
for childbearing. . ..” “What a beautiful back for a 
thoracoplasty. . . .” 

He loved beauty as the artist, the doctor, the man. 
But more than beauty, the minds of women intrigued 
him. “Did you ever get so bored with a woman, he 
once asked a startled colleague, “that you had to make 
love to her?” 

Renee Adoree, a beautiful Hollywood film star of the 
period, for whom he devised a special phreniccctomy 
necklace when she was suffering from T.B., 1 credited 
him with transforming her whole life in their conversa¬ 
tions before and after the operation. In a felicitous poem 

1 He performed tbe operation on Miss Adoree in Tucion, Arizona. 
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she wrote to him after her recovery she said that every¬ 
thing meaningful in her life she now owed to him. 

Theories about the “special mind” of women angered 
him. “Women have been slaves too long.” he often said. 
“I am tired of the idiots who try to keep ‘explaining’ 
the female mind. The female mind is a human mind. 
Under inhuman conditions it will suffer. The myths 
created about the so-called female mind are kept alive 
by men who would like to keep women in bondage.” 

Hypocrisy between the sexes irritated him as much as 
pompousness in the medical profession. He could shatter 
airs and “respectability” with deadly sarcasm, yet 
astonished those who showed him the least affection 
with a paternal tenderness. 

Most people who attempted to define him floundered 
among all the catchwords. He was mad, some said; vain, 
charming, irresponsible, sensitive, arrogant, a loyal 
friend, a great surgeon, a showman, a genius, a demand¬ 
ing child — in short, a zigzagging comet of a man flash¬ 
ing in and out of the lives of many people, leaving some 
enchanted, some disturbed, some grateful, some sad¬ 
dened, some angered, and some exultant, but none 
untouched. 

There were a few who really knew him — a few who 
had come close to the son of evangelists, the one-time 
patient meditating on death and man’s fate at Trudeau 
Sanatorium, the one-time disciple of Pater and Giotto. 

There was Frances, whom he still called “my wife.” 
Sometimes it would seem to her that she had deserted 
him, that all would have gone well had she only given 
him more love. But whatever her tortured thoughts, 
lying awake at night, or meeting the procession of 
people he brought for her approval, she knew . . . knew 
what so many others, who thought him cither interesting, 
or different, or talented, didn't know. 

Frances knew . . . His quips and his moods and his 


angers could be real and frightening; but the sometimes 
impossibly irascible man was also the reverently sof¬ 
tened doctor. He sneered at medical men’s pretensions 
with harsh words. But to Frances he would say moodily: 
“We should be like monks, yes, going about in sandals 
and bare garments. Our purpose is to guard and resur¬ 
rect the human body. It should be a holy purpose, and 
our dedication should be as holy as our purpose." 

In the world at large he was the bon vivant , quick to 
defend his pride and vanities. In the hospital ward he 
was the father, ageless, transformed, sensing in himself 
all the suffering and yearnings of his patients. In the 
world at large no two people thought of him in any one 
pattern; in the ward his patients all loved him devot¬ 
edly, just as the nuns loved him, and all who knew 
the doctor as well as the man. 

That Christmas, of the year 1934, those who received 
his Christmas card were intrigued by it. On one side of 
the card was his Compressionist’s Creed. On the other 
was a sketch of a pneumothorax apparatus under which 
was the legend, “Wishing you a happy pneumothorax.” 
At the bottom of the card he had printed the words of 
Whitman: 

I do not pity the wounded; 1 become the wounded. 

He could administer a terrible tongue-lashing to a 
nun for some little inefficiency, but the next moment, 
when the young woman patient she was attending, 
dying from virulent and hopeless tuberculosis, whis¬ 
pered, “Will you kiss me?" he looked down at her with 
the memory of how he had once lain like this himself, 
how he had once himself grasped at the few remaining 
things in life like the flower leaning towards the sun. He 
hesitated only a moment, then bent and kissed her, 
while the very nurse he had just spoken to so harshly 
pulled his arm in warning. For days afterwards he gave 
himself prophylaxis, but when a staff member asked 
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him how lie could take such chances with a virulent case, 
he shrugged and said shortly, “The doctor works with 
more than medicine.” 

He cherished life. He cherished his mind and his hands 
and his heart and everything that gave him the power 
to give it and redeem it. And in a world where his 
private dream was assessed as a piece of softheaded 
sentimentality, where he saw life equated to cash dollars, 
he kept his dream well hidden from prying eyes. 

He felt himself bonded to life. Frances knew him as 
the guardian and father to all who came to him broken 
and diseased. The man snarled; the doctor smiled. The 
man’s lips derided the ways of the world; the doctor’s 
lips kissed the young woman aching for a little human 
affection before her end. The man’s face took on many 
aspects; the doctor’s face was always tender. 

All this, and where it came from, Frances knew — not 
all at once but in bits and pieces. From the way he had 
come home sometimes, silently, everything shut out but 
his particularly difficult cases of the moment, his 
thoughts moving restlessly from symptom, to ailment, 
to cure, to prevention, his moods sensitized to his pa¬ 
tients’ every shade of feeling. 

She remembered it all again when he telephoned her 
one day and said quickly: “I must see you right away. 
Gan you come up to the apartment?” His voice was 
agitated. 

She found him pacing bade and forth in his living 
room, mute thanks in his eyes as she entered, his face 
gray, his hands seizing hers tightly. 

“I just lost a patient and I had to see you. He was a 
young monk. Far gone, and full of complications. Only 
surgery could help. ... I thought — perhaps I could save 
him. ... He was quite young ... a monk ... all those 

years away from life . . . now finished altogether_He 

died on the table while I was operating. . . .” 

Whatever she could never understand about him, 
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this she understood. Not death itself plagued him. but 
the loss of a life he wanted to save; a life that would rise 
up to haunt him like the spirits in his painting of “The 
Surgeon at the Day of Judgment.’’ 

“It’s hard to explain.” he went on restlessly. “I ask 
myself: am I at fault? Should I know more, am I not 
good enough? Are we all at fault? I can’t explain it; but 
when they die like that a part of me dies with them.” 

She tried to soothe him. He had done everything 
possible, she reasoned, everything known, and it was 
futile to blame himself for what was inevitable. But she 
knew he was baring a part of himself where she feared 
almost to look. 

“When they die, a part of me dies with them....” So 
many of them would die. and he would suffer every last 
agony; tortured, twisting in the grip of his own 
impotence. 


15 

March 1935.. .. 

Hitler roared in the Berlin Sports Palast. Prime Min¬ 
ister Baldwin talked of collective security at Down¬ 
ing Street, while Neville Chamberlain awaited the sum¬ 
mons to destroy it. The peasants, workers and middle 
classes of Spain stirred restlessly. Mussolini cast covet¬ 
ous looks across the Mediterranean from Rome. In 
Moscow the newspapers were filled with studies of 
progress in the current Five Year Plan. In China civil 
war pursued its zigzag course. In Montreal the warm 
weather brought slush, unemployed demonstrations and 
the forty-fifth birthday of Dr. Norman Bcthunc. 

In the dismal thirty-fifth year of the twentieth century 
spring came to Montreal as usual. In the center of the 
city it unwrapped warm brown patches of Mount Royal. 
In the suburbs it thawed the sod of last year’s lawns. In 
the East End it left a dark, sooty cake of ice that would 
remain long after the rest of the city lay bared to the 
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warm sun. Spring wore a different face in every section 
of Montreal. 

Things were going well at the hospital; Bethune’s 
ideas and techniques were making headway — but new 
misgivings began to stir in his mind. 

To his assistant and loyal friend. Dr. Georges Deshaies, 
he confided some of the things disturbing him. Tuber¬ 
culosis could be wiped out, he would complain, but was 
actually increasing. On the operating table the surgeon 
treated only the violent effects of the disease in the 
individual, not its general origins. 

And how many thousands of people were going about 
with T.B. who never came to the clinics — because they 
hadn’t the money, or the knowledge of what was wrong 
with them? Sometimes he felt he might just as well throw 
the knife away and stand on street corners, shouting a 
warning to the people passing by. Maybe that would 
do more good than surgery alone. 

To Frances, whom he saw infrequently now, he raged 
and stormed, while she sat quietly, listening, her bright 
eyes patient and sympathetic. “Medicine!” he would 
cry. “You don’t know how much of it ends up in a blind 
alley. Some day the textbooks will describe us as the 
men of the /^rrmcdical era.” Long ago, in Detroit, he 
had complained that too many doctors were concerned 
only with “surface” medicine. Now his mind was filled 
with ideas that sounded strange, yet fascinating to 
Frances. 

“The doctor,” he would say, “is supposed to be dedi¬ 
cated to the maintenance of the people’s health. How 
many doctors practice according to that concept? And 
is it always their fault? No, it’s all wrong. We casually 
accept the idea that every street in every city has its 
water mains, sewage pipes, sanitation, electricity and 
other services. But do we include genuine medical serv¬ 
ices among these? No. And why not? Because there’s 
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no such thing as the right to a healthy life. It still has to 
be purchased, like a can of beans at the corner grocery. 
You’ve got to pay for it in dollars and cents. We set 
ourselves up in practice, all smug and satisfied — like 
tailor shops. We patch an arm, a leg, the way a tailor 
patches an old coat. We’re not practicing medicine, 
really — we’re carrying on a cash-and-carry trade. I 11 
tell you what’s needed: a new medical concept, a new 
concept of universal health protection, a new concept 
of the functions of the doctor.” 

One day he visited Frances unexpectedly. He seemed 
filled with tense elation. ‘‘My work is completely out of 
whack,” he said. 

‘‘Now really, Beth,” Frances said. “What is it that’s 
got you now?” 

For a moment he was irritated, then ignored the ques¬ 
tion. He had once thought that by perfecting himself as 
doctor and surgeon he would be able to do something to 
wipe out T.B. But it didn’t work that way. They had to 
take medicine right down to the people. And how were 
they going to do that? “We go to the people! We go to the 
people! No more private practice; we change the whole 
system of medical service. Look out the window — a 
whole street of houses. That’s where the doctor must go. 
Into every house, into every city, into every village. 
From door to door. We take medicine right down to the 
last individual. We don’t wait until the invalid drags 
himself down to our offices at so much per consultation; 
we go to him before he is ill and show him how to re¬ 
main healthy. And if he is ill already, we arrest it by 
prompt action. From house to house, street to street, city 
to city. ...” 

“And who,” Frances inquired, “do you mean by ‘we’? ’ 

“Me,” he said, “and others who will go with me. 
Others who will believe as I do that the doctor’s duty 
is to act, to go to the source of disease. Ilis excitement 
rose. He was anxious to convince her. 
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“And where will you find such men?” 

“Where did the church find its priests?" he retorted. 
“If there were men who responded to the appeal of the 
church sufficiently to abandon all their worldly posses¬ 
sions and take up the frugal life of a monastery, then 
there will be doctors ready to set aside private gain in 
order to become priests in the service of the peoples 
health. Doctors will band together in a community of 
medical practitioners. We’ll go into the slums, into the 
districts where the need is greatest.” Did Frances know 
that in the rural areas of Quebec there was more disease 
than in any other part of the country? Did she know 
that 20 miles from Montreal, in Lachine, one third of 
all the babies died at birth? Did she know that more 
children died at birth in Montreal and Quebec City than 
almost anywhere in the world except backward cities 
like Bombay and Madras? 1 

But where, she interrupted, “will the money come 
from to pay for it all? Suppose you persuade others to 
join you — what will you live on?” 

Ah, well — money. ...” He waved it aside impa¬ 
tiently. for ourselves we will need nothing. We’ll live 
on what we can get. .. nickels, dimes, dollars. It will be 
enough. Whatever people can afford will keep us. Medi¬ 
cines, supplies, equipment — all these are technical de¬ 
tails. If necessary we 11 shame the government into giv¬ 
ing them to us.” 

lie paced about, talking quickly and eloquently of his 
plans, then stopped in front of her. seizing her hands. 
“What do you think?” 

I don t know, she said slowly. “The way you talk 
makes it sound like the most wonderful thing I've ever 
heard of — or the most impractical.” 

' n ' thline ’‘ statements were based on Provincial Government statistic*, 
ilicsc were the years of severe economic depression. Infant mortality rate* 
nave improved since then in Quebec. 
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A few days later he began the outline for a booklet 
exposing the health conditions in the province of Que¬ 
bec. “Bring it out into the light of day,” he told his 
friends, “and then stir up enough feeling to get some¬ 
thing done. Put it in terms that the people can under¬ 
stand, and maybe some of the babies now dying in this 
benighted land will have a chance to be saved. The facts 
will be more eloquent than all the pious platitudes in the 
world.” 

The problem seemed to be more than poverty in the 
midst of plenty. The whole country, the whole world 
was seething. Everywhere there were challenges, denun¬ 
ciations, high-blown speeches, diplomatic threats — all 
recorded in a jargon that was not only new to him but 
bewildering. What the devil did Hitler want? How did 
a civilized nation permit such a madman to rule in their 
name? Why did the Western diplomats treat him with 
such strange delicacy? And that other mountebank, Mus¬ 
solini, ranting from the Piazza Venezia — how come he. 
Bethune, had hardly been aware of the peacock’s exist¬ 
ence back in Italy? And why didn't somebody stand 
up and tell him to pipe down in good, round, four-letter 
words? And what about this hubbub at home? What 
were all these groups demanding, attacking, organizing, 
countcrorganizing? 

“If the daily newspapers confuse we," he said, “they 
must be confusing a lot of other people.” He decided to 
draft a little booklet to provide simple explanations for 
terms applied daily to current events. On the first page 
he wrote: “A Newspaper Reader’s Dictionary — or 
100 Definitions as a Guide to the Daily Press.” He never 
got beyond the first few pages, but before forgetting 
about the project he did list 53 terms for definition, 
most of them indicating the direction in which his 
mind was searching. The list included: dictatorship. 
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democracy, unemployment, employer, employee, wages, 
trade unions, capitalism, socialism, communism, strike, 
the working class, the bourgeoisie , the Soviet, patriotism, 
nationalism. . . . 

Landing squarely in the developing controversies 
between labor and industry, communism, socialism and 
capitalism, he set to work to find out the characteristic 
features of each. With typical thoroughness he covered 
sheets of paper with ruled columns, headed one column 


“capitalism”, one “fascism,” and one 


“communism.” 


Underneath he wrote: “the definition . . .” Further down 


lie wrote: “the facts . . .” He filled the columns with all 


the data he could find, changing his mind often about 
“the definition" and “the facts” as he went along. 

Some of his friends now began looking at him 
askance. When they saw radical pamphlets on his table 
they began to ask: “Are you becoming a communist?” 
“I wouldn’t know,” he would say blandly, “for the 
simple reason I m not sure just what a communist is yet. 
What I do know is that according to the communist, it 
isn t what the anticommunist says it is, and vice versa. 
And what I m equally sure of is that it's damned easy 
to get yourself tagged as a communist. If you’re going 
to yell ‘communist’ at every nonconformist, then by 
God you 11 have to count me the reddest of the red.” 


He read everything he could lay his hands on, his 
ideas on politics, economics, philosophy developing in 
neat progression on the endless sheets of paper with 
their precise captions and columns of data. But he was 
soon to find that the answers he was seeking overran 
the simple summaries of his notes and pamphlets. 

One afternoon he was driving some colleagues to 
his apartment when he suddenly found himself wedged 
into a traffic jam, with masses of people appearing as 
if from nowhere and running frantically along the 
sidewalks. 
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As he opened his door to look out, several police pa¬ 
trol cars came twisting through the stalled cars, sirens 
screaming. “Must be a bad accident," he thought and 
got out of his car. 

What he saw when he wriggled through the line of 
honking cars into a clear area up ahead was no accident. 
Two lines of mounted city police were coming down the 
slight incline of St. Lawrence Boulevard from Craig 
Street, in close formation stretching clear across the 
street from sidewalk to sidewalk. They moved forward 
slowly, flank to flank, driving before them a crowd of 
several thousand men and women. The police rode their 
horses as if on display, their faces impassive, almost 
bored. 

The crowd was wedged together compactly and the 
men and women fell back in unison, step by step, si¬ 
lently, their faces turned towards the line of horsemen 
advancing behind them. Above their heads, suspended 
between two slender poles held by unseen hands, a white 
banner flapped in the wind: “Milk for our Children! 
Bread for our Wives! Jobs, not Breadlines!” 

Then, as if by prearranged signal, the double line of 
horsemen broke their mounts into a trot. 

An angry roar rose from the crowd. The demonstra¬ 
tors drew together, joining hands. For a moment they 
held their ground. The police came on at a canter, their 
splendid horses making an awesome sight. 

“A bas la police!” a voice cried. “Down with the 

police!” 

The police came on, the boredom gone from their 
faces, their lips drawn, their arms rising in unison with 
truncheons strapped around their wrists. A ripple of in¬ 
decision ran through the crowd. A deep sigh echoed 
through the street for a moment, a gasp of protest and 
disbelief - followed by a sudden hush. Then the horse¬ 
men were plunging deep into the crowd, flailing about 
them with their trundieons. their horses rearing wildly, 
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men and women falling to the ground, clutching at each 
other, screaming in fear and pain. 

Bethune was caught up in the first ranks of the fleeing 
demonstrators and pressed back against the stalled auto¬ 
mobiles. He was wedged against the side of a car, catch¬ 
ing a glimpse of the driver’s panic-stricken face, then 
the press of bodies carried him to the sidewalk where he 
stumbled into a doorway. 

He saw a man with his hands covering his face, cring¬ 
ing, his shirt ripped at the shoulder, coming towards 
him, tossed like a cork on water, blood streaming 
through his fingers. Bethune tried to get to him, but a 
motorcycle sidecar, pushing ahead in a straight line, 
caught the man beneath the groin, lifted him on its 
streamlined point and tossed him aside. 

“Murderer!” someone shouted. A young woman with 
a thin face hung onto the motorcycle, trying to upset 
it, screaming, "Mandit codion! - Damned pig!” The 
policeman in the sidecar calmly flung a beefy hand into 
her face and sent her sprawling. 

Bethune finally managed to force his way into the 
street, stumbling over a woman with a child in her arms 
croudiing beside an automobile. Some of the demon¬ 
strators were trying to escape among the stalled cars. 
He now had only one thought: to get back to his own 
car for his bag. When he reached his open convertible, 
one of his colleagues was waiting for him tensely. 
“What’s happening?” he asked. 

Murder, Bethune rasped. “Cold-blooded, brutal as¬ 
sault and murder!” 

A young man came up, leaned over the hood and 
retched violently. One side of his face was raw and swol¬ 
len, his shabby clothes were spattered. Bethune seized 
his arm. Here, come around this way. I’m a doctor.” 
He turned to his colleague. “Idand me my bag and give 
me a hand.” 

He helped the young man into the bade seat, laid him 
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out gently and readied into his bag, listening to the roar 
of the trapped demonstrators, the sound of the galloping 
hoofs, the screaming sirens, the sounds of pain and ter¬ 
ror and hate. 

The next day leaders of the Montreal Unemployed 
Association were meeting in their dingy office when the 
door flew open and an expensively tailored individual 
walked in. He extended a card to them and said: “I’m 
Dr. Norman Bethune. Any man. woman or diild you 
send to me will receive medical treatment free of 
charge. By next week I hope to have another ten doctors 
doing the same. ...” 

To his fame as an innovator in chest surgery he now 
added laurels that went unrecorded in the medical jour¬ 
nals. His name became known on the breadlines. He be¬ 
gan to mingle with men who had forgotten the sensation 
of a decent meal. He went to their homes, stood among 
them as “block committees” prevented their evictions for 
nonpayment of rent, accompanied them to meetings 
where orators spoke movingly of the plight of the job¬ 
less, met their leaders, made friends with people 
who called themselves communists, CCFers,* socialists, 
liberals. 

He found it a strange, new, stimulating environment, 
where men and women spoke with passion of the future 
as well as the present, discussed philosophy and organ¬ 
ized trade unions, and accepted him with a warm 
camaraderie which he relished. 

His notes and occasional diary records now took on 
a new flavor: 

My “bad side” is back to normal. I had forgotten about 
it, but it’s reassuring news all the same, for there s no 
time now to get dragged back into the mire again. Am I 
on the right trade? The answer seems to be dictated by 

1 The Co-operative Commonwealth Federation — the Canadian Social- 
Democratic party. 
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necessity rather than by theory. The problem is to 
participate, not merely to assemble academic facts. The 
rich can take care of themselves; who will look after the 
poor? They live without even the knowledge, so many 
of them, of their natural right to healthy bodies. My 
new friends and “non-paying” patients, however, aren’t 
backward about asserting their natural rights. One can’t 
help admiring the spirit of some of these people. They 
have nothing, yet in their murky meeting halls, under 
the police clubs, they weave a rich and optimistic dream. 
It is hard to follow them sometimes, even harder some¬ 
times to agree with their knotty theorizing, but easy to 
share the excitement and enthusiasm minted of their 
wants, deprivations and single-mindedness. They have 
handed me a new honorary degree: I am now a Doctor 
of Medicine, a Fellow of the Royal College of Surgeons, 
and Comrade Beth." It is an honorable title. I feel I 
have set my feet on a new road. Where will it lead . ..? 


17 

It led him first to the Soviet Union, whose attempts 
to create a socialist society had increasingly roused his 
interest. The self-appointed physician to Montreal’s 
needy left Montreal in the summer of 1935 to attend 
an International Physiological Congress being held in 
Leningrad, after arranging with his first assistant, 
Dr. Georges Deshaies, to take charge of the work at the 
hospital during his absence. 

Among other Canadian representatives were Sir Fred¬ 
erick Banting, Dr. John S. L. Browne and Dr. Hans 
Sclyc. Banting was world-famous as the codiscoverer, 
with Charles H. Best, of insulin. Dr. Sclve had not yet 
published hisfamouspaper on the “adaptationsyndrome’’ 
nor had he yet outlined his theory of the diseases of adap¬ 
tation. I* or Selye the trip to Leningrad meant meeting the 
great Pavlov, whose work had foreshadowed his own 
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experiments. For Dr. Browne, the Physiological Con¬ 
gress meant comparing notes, corroborating his own 
findings in biochemistry, part of the preparation which 
was to see him become one of Canada's outstanding pro¬ 
fessors of medicine and head of an internationally 
famous clinic at the Royal Victoria Hospital. For 
Bethune, the Physiological Congress was frankly an 
opportunity to see how “socialized medicine’ functioned 
in practice. 

He decided he could study all the papers read at the 
Congress by reading them; in Leningrad he attended the 
first session of the Congress and then went his own way. 
He arranged a private interview with Pavlov, and then 
spent the rest of his time “looking at people’’ and in¬ 
vestigating tuberculosis therapy. . 

His reaction to Pavlov was summed up in a letter to 
a medical colleague in Montreal: 1 

I attended the session of the Congress where I had a 
chance to see and hear Pavlov. He reminded everybody 
of George Bernard Shaw — his looks, that is. I think 
we’re only now beginning to appreciate what Pavlov 
has done for the science of human behaviour. He’s given 
us a new approach to the basic problems of disease, or 
rather he’s given us new evidence to prove that disease 
must be seen in its proper context —we react to our 
conditioning. Not only our reflexes, mind you, but even 
our tissues, even our blood cells. . . . 

Through the Russian Commissariat of Public Health 
he received permission to visit hospitals and sanato- 
riums, and to study Soviet methods of dealing with 
tuberculosis. Here he launched into an inquiry which 
became the climax of his stay in the U.S.S.R. and left 
him at a high peak of excitement. 

Bearing out his own belief that tuberculosis could be 
fought to a standstill, he found that in 18 years, almost 
half of which were spent in rebuilding the country’s 

1 Letter to Dr. H. S Sept. 9, 19JS 



ruined economy, the Soviet Union had cut the incidence 
of tuberculosis by more than fifty per cent. 

His excitement grew as he pursued his inquiry further. 
The rest homes, convalescent homes and outright sana- 
toriums were the most lavish he had ever seen, with in¬ 
dustrial workers receiving priority in institutional treat¬ 
ment, the exact reverse of the situation back home. In 
the dispensaries and sanatoriums all treatment was free, 
not as a matter of charity but as a constitutional right 
of the invalid. Included in the officially prescribed pre¬ 
ventive measures were tuberculin tests for children from 
an early age, something he had long championed at 
home. 

A decade earlier, at Trudeau Sanatorium, he had 
talked of the need for special rehabilitation measures 
for patients leaving T.B. institutions. Now, in Russia, 
he found a large-scale rehabilitation system that he im¬ 
mediately declared to be the finest in the world. Under 
this system Russia had a series of day and night sanato¬ 
riums exclusively for overnight or daytime patients. 
The latter were men and women who were back at work 
after having been released from regular sanatoriums, 
or a few with early chest conditions not sufficiently men¬ 
acing to warrant full hospitalization. 

Although he had no time to visit the many sanato¬ 
riums in other parts of the country, he had now seen 
enough to be convinced and elated. He wanted to stay 
on, to spend more time studying the medical services, 
to travel through other parts of the country, but he had 
already overstayed his leave. Two months after his arriv¬ 
al, he left for home, armed with books, pamphlets, med¬ 
ical articles and the feeling that something new was 
being tested in ancient Russia that would profoundly 
affect the pattern of men’s lives throughout the world. 

At the time, Canada and the Soviet Union had no 
diplomatic relations of any kind and curiosity about the 



“Soviet experiment” was spreading. As a consequence, 
Bethune was flooded with invitations to speak in public 
about his trip. 

He accepted as many invitations as he could, speak¬ 
ing to students, medical bodies and organizations of 
diverse interests. His platform manner was completely 
unorthodox. No matter how large the audience, he 
chatted as casually as if he were talking to a few friends 
in his own living room. Sometimes he sat on the chair¬ 
man’s table; sometimes he hauled his chair along to the 
front of the platform, put one knee over it and carried 
on, disregarding the textbook rules on public speaking. 

In all his talks he followed a simple strategy: to pre¬ 
sent the facts and to shatter smugness while doing so. 
He hated cliche thinking, in left-wing circles as well as 
right-wing, and he enjoyed nothing better than to chal¬ 
lenge people’s accepted views and to make them think. 
In Toronto, Banting was to create an even greater stir 
with glowing reports on the Soviet Union. His Soviet 
tour, Banting declared, had been the most stimulating 
experience of his life. In articles and speeches he lauded 
the U.S.S.R. for “building a gigantic structure on the 
solid rock of science and research. . . . No people in the 
world so fully realise that the science of today is the 
research of yesterday, and the researdi of today is the 
science of tomorrow.” As one of Canada’s national 
heroes, Banting’s statements created greater receptivity 
for the things Bethune was saying, although both drew 
sharp criticism from some conservative quarters. 

The summing up, the implications of the facts he had 
gathered, Bethune left for his report to the members of 
the medical profession at a meeting sponsored by the 
Medico-Chirurgical Society of Montreal. 

The meeting was held on September 20, 1935. The hall 
was filled by doctors, their families and some laymen 
who had managed to secure coveted invitations. Dr. Sclyc 
spoke first, dealing only with the scientific reports and 
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discussions at the Congress. Dr. Browne was next and, 
in a facetious mood, he discussed not only the Congress 
but also related his personal experiences with sinks that 
had no plugs, with Intourist Guides who didn’t under¬ 
stand English but tried to make out they did, with red 
tape, with difficulties in getting railway tickets. He pre¬ 
sented his personal adventures in a highly amusing man¬ 
ner and sat down amid warm applause. Bethune had 
known beforehand that Selye would speak primarily of 
the Congress, and that Browne would also speak of his 
personal misadventures with plugless sinks and beauti¬ 
fully tiled bathrooms without toilet paper. 

As he stepped to the speaker’s stand there was polite 
applause. He adcnowledgcd the chairman’s laudatory 
remarks on his position in the world of thoracic surgery, 
and lit a cigarette. 

“My position as the last speaker of the evening,” he 
opened conversationally, “was of my own choosing. I 
had decided to take up a position opposite to that of my 
fellow Lenin graduates.” He paused as a titter ran 
through the audience. “I felt fairly sure they would be 
unanimous. And I had decided that if they deprecated 
Russia. I would praise her; if they praised her, I would 
diminish her. This would not be done in a spirit of pure 
perversity — but from a concern for the truth which 
appears to me to consist, not infrequently, in the con¬ 
junction of apparently irreconcilable aspects of reality." 

He drew on his cigarette and savored his listeners’ 
curious looks as they pondered this unexpected opening. 
Then he continued from his prepared text: 

All accounts of returned travellers from strange 
lands and foreign shores are essentially self-disclosatory 
and unwittingly autobiographical in character. Criticism 
[he sharpened the words ever so slightly] becomes the 
critique of the critic. This is traditionally true of all 
the returned travellers, from those Biblical gentlemen 
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who reported Palestine to be a land flowing with 
milk and honey —when it was nothing of the sort — 
to Marco Polo, Christopher Columbus and Baron 
Munchhausen. 

At this point he smiled, while audience and speakers 
alike seemed to stir, to sit forward in anticipation of 
what was to come. 

Now, I did not go to Russia, frankly, like the others, 
to attend a Physiological Congress. I went to Russia for 
more important reasons than that. I went primarily to 
look at the Russians. And secondarily, I went to sec what 
they were doing about eradicating one of the most easily 
eradicable of all contagious diseases, namely, tuber¬ 
culosis. I happen to possess some very definite ideas on 
how this might be done, given the necessary courage 
and currency. I shall not say anything about the Con¬ 
gress, since I only attended one session — the opening 
one — being much too busy swimming in the Neva, walk¬ 
ing about unhindered in the streets, looking into windows 
and making the rounds of the picture galleries — a com¬ 
bination Peeping 1'om and an Innocent Abroad. 

He paused for another puff from his cigarette and 
slipped into a more jocular tone again. 

Perhaps the title of my address should really be: 
Reflections Through a Looking Glass. I his might lead 
one to suppose I was about to draw a comparison 
between Looking-Glass Land and Russia. It would be 
easy enough to parody that fairy tale or write, with 
tongue in cheek, an article entitled. Malice in Blunder- 
land. But derision and denial are interesting psycho¬ 
logical phenomena which arc essentially protective in 
nature. It is easier to deride than to praise . .. 

It should be remembered that in calling Russia a land 
of topsy-turvy, as it has been called, a reasonable doubt 
may arise as to whether the things one sees there arc 
really upside down. l or this disturbing optical illusion 
may be obtained by an observer standing on his head! 
Certainly, over the portals of Russia should be inscribed, 
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“Abandon Old Conceptions All Ye Who Enter Here.” 

He snuffed out his cigarette, dropped the stub into a 
side pocket, and proceeded to draw on his beloved 
“Alice” books for further parallels with what he had 
seen in the Soviet Union. He found counterparts in the 
Soviet scene to the White Knight, the White Queen, the 
Red King, Humpty Dumpty, the Mad Hatter, Tweedle¬ 
dum and Tweedledee: 

Stalin might be given the role of the Walrus, Lenin 
that of the Carpenter, and the NEP men that of the 
Oysters who were taken for such a disastrous walk down 
the Beach in 1921. 

To take without benefit of context some of the sayings 
of the characters in Through a Looking Glass as applica¬ 
ble to Russia today would also be interesting; such as, 
Russia might be compared to the Looking Glass room 
which Alice found looking so like her own drawing 
room — only the things went the other way, and the 
books were like her books, except that the words also 
went the wrong way . .. That it’s “jam tomorrow, and 
jam yesterday — but never jam today" might be taken 
as the complaint of those who are impatient of what 
they think is the slow progress of improvement in living 
conditions. The White Queen's remembrance of things 
which happened the week after next might be taken as 
an example of the unlimited optimism and faith the Rus¬ 
sians have in their own future. And it would also be true 
of Russia today to use the White Queen’s reply to the 
protest of Alice, who said, “Oh. I can’t believe that.” 

“Can’t you?” said the Queen. “Try again; draw a 
long breath and shut your eyes." 

Alice laughed. One can't believe impossible things.” 

he I Q uecn: * ^ are sa y you haven’t had much practice. 
Why 1 sometimes believe as many as six impossible 
things before breakfast.” 

Like the Queen, the Russians find it quite a simple 
matter to believe many impossible things - at least 
things that others consider impossible. 

Then there would be as much truth in Alice’s delighted 

110 


exclamation when she found that the fire in the fireplace 
was real. “So I shall be as warm here in the old room, 
warmer in fact because there will be no one here to scold 
me away from the fire.” And then she looked down from 
a little hill and saw the whole country as a huge chess¬ 
board and life itself as a game of chess, which was being 
played all over the world, and said: “I should like to be 
Queen best.” To this the Queen replied: “That is easily 
managed. You be the White Queen’s pawn if you like 
and you are in the second square to begin with, and then 
when you get to the eighth square you will be a Queen 
and we shall be Queens together, and it will be all 
feasting and fun.” And that statement would be the 
faith and hope of Communism in a nutshell. 

While the audience was enjoying these sallies his 
voice and manner suddenly changed. Casting aside his 
jocular manner, he concluded with these words: 

Isadora Duncan, in the story of her life, describes her 
confinement... “There I lay,” she wrote, “a fountain 
of spouting blood, milk and tears.” What would a per¬ 
son think, watching for the first time a woman in labor 
and not knowing what was happening to her? Would 
he not be appalled at the blood, the agony, the apparent 
cruelty of the attendants, the whole revolting technique 
of delivery? lie would cry: “Stop this! Do something! 
Police! Murder!” 

Then tell him he was seeing a new life brought into 
the world and that the pains would pass, that the agony 
and ugliness were necessary and always would be 
necessary to birth. Knowing this, then, what could he 
say truthfully about this woman as she lies there? Is she 
not ugly? Yes. Is she not beautiful? Yes. Is she not piti¬ 
ful, ludicrous, grotesque and absurd? Yes! Is she not 
magnificent and sublime? Yes! And all these things 
would be true. 

Now, Russia is going through her delivery, and the 
midwives and obstetricians have been so busy keeping 
the baby alive that they haven’t got around as yet to 
cleaning up the mess, and it is this mess, this ugly and 
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uncomfortable mess, which affronts the eyes and elevates 
the noses of those timid male and female virgins suffer¬ 
ing from sterility of the soul, who lack the imagination 
to see behind the blood the significance of birth. 

Creation is not and never has been a genteel gesture. 
It is rude, violent and revolutionary. But to those cou¬ 
rageous hearts who believe in the unlimited future of 
man, in the divine destiny which lies in his own hand to 
make of what he will — to these Russia presents today 
the most exciting spectacle of the evolutionary, emer¬ 
gent and heroic spirit of man which has appeared on this 
earth since the Reformation. To deny this is to deny our 
faith in men — and that is the unforgivable sin, the final 
apostasy. 
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It was a few weeks later that he came across the name 
of Fritz Brandtner at the Montreal Art Gallery, when 
a painting by Brandtner attracted his attention. As he 
often did in such cases, he bought the painting and made 
inquiries about Brandtner. Learning that the painter 
had recently left Germany rather than live under the 
Hitler regime, Bethune wrote to tell him how much 
he liked his work. They soon became good friends, and 
out of this friendship came a unique project. 

Describing his work in Europe one day, Brandtner 
mentioned that for some time he had studied in Vienna 
under Dr. Cizck, the originator of a progressive theory 
of art education for children. Bethune listened, ques¬ 
tioned him closely, and the next day was back to see 
Brandtner with a plan for the creation of a Children’s 
Art School. The painter had supplied an answer to a 
question that had been plaguing him: what could he 
do — he, the doctor and reformer — for the children 
growing up in the dark corners of the city? It was a very 
small answer, he knew, but it was a beginning from 
which bigger things could grow. 
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His plan was simple: under his sponsorship and 
Brandtner’s guidance to set up an art school for children 
using Dr. Cizek’s methods. There would be no fees, no 
costs of any kind. His home would house the school. 
Every child would be welcome. As the school developed 
it might eventually be able to finance itself through the 
subscriptions of interested individuals. Until then, 
Bethune would meet all expenses. 

So began the Children’s Art School of Montreal, the 
first such project in Canada, dedicated to the job of 
bringing the joy and creativity of the arts to the chil¬ 
dren of the slums. 

To help supervise the school Bethune called on an¬ 
other artist, Marian Scott, whom he had met on his trip 
overseas and with whom he had become close friends. 

Three afternoons a week Mrs. Scott and Brandtner 
received the children, welcoming them into Bcthune’s 
large living room, where they spread out on the fioor, 
painting the colors and images that intrigued their bud¬ 
ding senses. 

Though hard pressed by work at the hospital and his 
outside activities Bethune tried to get home as fre¬ 
quently as possible when classes were being held. He 
would come into the studio, a look of pleasure on his 
face, asking, “And how are my children today?" 

Every Saturday morning he took them to the art 
galleries, explaining the paintings to them, describing 
what the artist had tried to accomplish, acting as guide 
among the masterpieces of the past and the modern 
painters of Canada. These Saturday mornings were 
among his happiest hours in Montreal. 

It was during this period that lie put away Alice, the 
make-believe Alice, the ghostly reminder of his mar¬ 
riage. He had found his children in a real world, at 
last. 1 

1 Two of the children won the first and third prizes in an International 
Art Festival sponsored by the French Government. 
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It was in painting too that he found immeasurable 
happiness; it provided him not only with a source of 
relaxation but a new form of creativity. His paintings 
were bold and imaginative. His sculpture pieces showed 
the same characteristics. The art critics of Montreal were 
unanimous in their praise of the paintings he exhibited 
in the autumn of 1935 at one of the local art galleries. 

He considered himself as much an artist as he did a 
surgeon and often said that the two were inseparable. 
He once wrote: 

Bound by the rigid and inexorable laws of his me¬ 
dium, the human body, the surgeon is permitted but few 
of the liberties his fellow craftsmen may take who work 
with stone, wood or metal. 

He is not allowed the exhibition of playful fancies, 
wit or humour, which other craftsmen enjoy in their 
productions. But, for all that, our craftsman often has 
the soul of a creative artist, although the nature of his 
plastic medium restricts the free play of his artistic 
nature. Like most other men, his creative force is confined 
to one channel and allowed but one escape. The modern 
introduction of anaesthesia has liberated the craft from 
the hurried expediency of the past to the more leisurely 
procedures of today. Modern surgical craftsmanship 
with its new leisure and, as an immediate consequence, 
its new precision, permits and encourages the artistic 
sensibilities of the operator. These artistic desires and 
their approximate satisfaction are contained, to a large 
extent, in what is known as “surgical technique.” 2 
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W 1 ni THE children s art school launched and operat¬ 
ing, Bcthune took up the larger issue toward which, it 
seemed to him, he had been groping all these years. He 
set himself the task of canvassing the whole history 

1 American Review of Tuberculosis, Sept. 1932. 
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of medical care, examining the systems of medical 
services throughout the world, and drafting a public 
health program that would be practical, simple enough 
to be easily implemented, and comprehensive enough 
to assure adequate protection to the mass of the 
people. The project was big enough to stagger his most 
sympathetic colleagues. When he discussed it with a 
prominent American public health authority, I. S. Falk, 
the latter was helpful but full of warnings about the 
monumental research work involved. 

“The problem is not only one of bookish investiga¬ 
tions,” Bethune answered. “It’s the problem of finding 
a solution to the mass illness brought by seven years of 
crisis and depression, by greed and by stupidity.” 

One of his colleagues had once complained that 
Bethune’s zest for action overshadowed his appetite for 
study. Whatever the merit of the criticism, now his zest 
for action led him to plough through every tract on 
medical organization he could lay his hands on. He read 
all the available documents of the medical associations 
in Canada and the United States, received long briefs 
onBritain’s experiences in public health from colleagues 
working in London, corresponded with interested gov¬ 
ernment departments at Ottawa, and exchanged views by 
letter with any and every expert he could track down on 
the continent. He prepared bibliographies listing hun¬ 
dreds of books and pamphlets on the subject. He im¬ 
mersed himself in the statistical handbooks of the 
International Labor Office and the relevant branches 
of the League of Nations. He combined his studies of 
the public health system in each country with research 
into its economic and political background, average 
wages, governmental structure, the social awareness of 
its political parties and population. And when he felt 
sufficiently sure of his ground he called a group of 
doctors and community workers to his apartment and 
put his ideas before them. 

8 * 
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Out of this gathering grew something new in Cana¬ 
dian medical history: the Montreal Group for the 
Security of the People’s Health. The name of the group 
was unwieldy and went through a number of modifica¬ 
tions, but its purposes were simple enough. Just as the 
Children’s Art School was dedicated to the advancement 
of deprived children, so the new organization was 
dedicated to the bringing of proper medical care to the 
people who needed it most. 

One hundred doctors, dentists, nurses and social work¬ 
ers joined the Group, making Bethune their secretary. By 
July 1936 they were ready to fire their first public broad¬ 
side. After preliminary conversations between Bethune 
and government officials, the Group issued a declaration 
over Bethune’s signature drawing attention to the 
terrible plight of hundreds of thousands of people in the 
province of Quebec, emphasizing that the health of the 
people could be guarded only if accepted as a govern¬ 
ment responsibility. It put forward a number of practical 
suggestions to bring immediate improvements in the 
public health situation. 

Among steps recommended for trial were: a program 
of compulsory health insurance, covering all wage- 
earners; teams of doctors, nurses and dentists to work 
out of special hospitals in the municipalities; a scheme 
under which all the unemployed would be assigned to 
local doctors in groups of 500, with treatment to be paid 
for out of government funds. 

In the profession itself some fears were expressed about 
where all this talk about state responsibility for public 
health would lead. In a report sent to members of the 
Group Bethune wrote: “Up to the present the reaction 
to the tentative draft sent to members of the Montreal 
Medico-Chirurgical Society has been very reserved.” 

7 hough the program lie was proposing was not so¬ 
cialized medicine, he was not hesitant in declaring that 
socialized medicine was the ultimate form in which 
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medicine would achieve its liberation and its greatest 
opportunity to perform its proper functions. If anybody 
wanted to raise the cry of socialized medicine to frighten 
people away, then he was prepared to come to its 
defense. 

In the discussion that followed the declaration of 
principles of the People’s Health Group, various views 
developed in the ranks of Montreal’s medical society. 
The controversy eventually readied the floor of the 
organized medical groups, when the Montreal Medico- 
Chirurgical Society organized a panel discussion on 
economicproblems of medicine. This was the opportunity 
for which Bethune had been waiting. 
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Three leading Montreal doctors were to participate 
in the panel discussion: Drs. A. H. Gordon, B.Cuddihy 
and Bethune. 

Dr. Gordon presented the viewpoint which stated that 
any attempts to make the government responsible for 
private health threatened the foundations of the medical 
profession. 

Dr. Cuddihy took the middle-of-the-road position, 
conceding that the economic crisis demanded new 
measures, that doctors everywhere faced big problems, 
and advocated health insurance schemes, without gov¬ 
ernment interference. 

Dr. Bethune took the radical position. He advocated 
socialized medicine outright. Both the previous speakers 
had argued against socialized medicine with various 
degrees of vehemence. Bethune opened his remarks with 
some sharp words: 

“Tonight there has been brought before you the most 
interesting ‘case’ ever presented to this Society. It is— 
the Case of the People versus the Doctors. In the 
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problem now under discussion it is necessary to empha¬ 
size that medical men themselves are being weighed in 
the balance. Yet we are acting both as defendant and 
judge. That behooves us to apply our minds with the 
utmost objectivity to this question.” 

Dr. Gordon had dwelt on the question of what might 
happen to the individual medical practitioner under a 
system of socialized medicine. 

That [Bethune argued] makes it necessary to bring 
the problem back to its proper setting.* For the health 
of the nation involves more than the personal fate of 
the private doctor. What we have here is an ethical and 
moral problem in the field of social and political 
economics, and not medical economics alone. Medicine 
must be seen as part of the social structure. It is the 
product of any given social environment. Every social 
structure has an economic base, and in Canada this 
economic base is called capitalism, avowedly founded 
on individualism, competition and private profit. But 
this system of capitalism is undergoing an economic 
crisis —a deadly disease requiring systemic treatment. 
And here a problem presents itself with special urgency. 
There are those who are trying to treat the systemic 
disease as if it is only a temporary illness. They arc 
doomed to failure. 

The palliative measures suggested bv most of our 

political quacks are like aspirin tablets given for a 

syphilitic headache. They may relieve; they never will 
cure. 

Medicine [he continued calmly, relying more on under¬ 
statement than on oratorical effect] is a typical, loosely 
organized, basically individualistic industry in this 
catch as catch can ’ capitalistic system operating as a 
monopoly on a private profit basis. Now, it is inevitable 
that medicine should undergo much the same crisis as 

... ' Malcrial fr ° m hcrc to ** «“I of the chapter b quoted from Bethune 1 . 
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the rest of the capitalistic world and should present 
much the same interesting and uncomfortable phe¬ 
nomena. This may be epitomized as “poverty of health 
in the midst of scientific abundance in a country of 
disease.” Just as thousands of people are hungry in a 
country which produces more food than the people can 
consume (we even burn coffee, kill hogs and pay farmers 
not to plant wheat and cotton), just as thousands are 
wretchedly clothed though the manufacturers can make 
more clothing than they can sell, so millions are sick, 
hundreds of thousands suffer pain, and tens of thou¬ 
sands die prematurely through lack of adequate medical 
care, which is available but for which they cannot pay. 
Inability to purchase is combined with poor distribution. 
The problem of medical economics is a part of the prob¬ 
lem of world economics and is inseparable and indivis¬ 
ible from it. Medicine, as we are practicing it, is a luxury 
trade. Wc are selling bread at the price of jewels. The 
poor, who comprise fifty per cent of our population, can¬ 
not pay, and starve; we, the doctors, cannot sell, and 
suffer. The people have no health protection and wc 
have no economic security. This brings us to the point 
of the two aspects of this problem. 

There are in this country three great economic groups: 
first, the comfortable; second, the uncomfortable: third, 
the miserable. In the upper bracket are those who are 
moderately uncomfortable and insecure; and in the 
lower, those vast masses, not in brackets but in chains, 
who are living on the edge of the subsistence level. 
These people in the lower income class are receiving 
only one-third of the home, office and clinic services 
from physicians that a fundamental standard of health 
requires. Only fifty-five per cent of as many cases are 
being hospitalized as an adequate standard would 
prescribe, and only fifty-four per cent of as many days 
arc being spent in hospitals as are desirable. 

In short, one has to suffer a major surgical catastrophe 
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to have even approximate adequate care. The report of 
the Committee on the Cost of Medical Care (American 
Medical Association) showed that 46.6% of people 
whose income is less than SI 200 a year received no 
medical, dental or eye care whatsoever in a year. If this 
is combined with those whose income is $10,000 or more 
(13.S% of such persons received no similar care) we are 
faced with the appalling fact that 38.2% of all people, 
irrespective of income, received no medical, dental or 
eye care whatsoever. What is the cause of this alarming 
state of affairs? First, financial inability to pay is the 
major cause; second, ignorance; third, apathy; fourth, 
lack of medical service. 

Enormous accumulation of scientific knowledge has 
made it practically impossible for any one man to have 
an entire grasp of even the facts - much less their ap¬ 
plication — of the sum total of medical knowledge. This 
has brought specialization in concentrated centers of 
population. The general practitioner, unsupported by 
specialists, knows that he cannot give the people their 
money’s worth, yet the financial cost of specialization 
bars many from proceeding to such fields. The necessity 
to make money after a difficult financial struggle to pay 
for medical education drives the young doctor too often 
into any form of remunerative work, however uncon¬ 
genial it may be. There lie is, caught up in the coils of 
economics, from which not one in a thousand can ever 
escape. The fee-for-service is very disturbing morally 
to practitioners. The patient is frequently unable to ap¬ 
praise correctly the value of the doctor’s service or 
disservice. Perrot and Collins in 1933, in an investiga¬ 
tion of 9130 families in America, found the depression 
poor had a larger incidence of illness than any other 
group. Also that 61% of all physicians’ calls to such a 
class were free, that 33% of calls to the moderately 
comfortable were free, and that 26% of calls to even 
those comfortably well off were not paid for. 



Permit me a few categorical statements, for dogmatism 
has a certain role in the realm of vacillation: 

The best form of providing health protection would 
be to change the economic system which produces ill 
health, and to liquidate ignorance, poverty and un¬ 
employment. The practice of each individual purchas¬ 
ing his own medical care does not work. It is unjust, 
inefficient, wasteful and completely outmoded. Doctors, 
private charity and philanthropic institutions have kept 
it alive as long as possible. It should have died a natural 
death a hundred years ago, with the coming of the 
industrial revolution in the opening years of the 10th 
century. In our highly geared, modern industrial 
society there is no such thing as private health —all 
health is public. The illness and maladjustments of one 
unit of the mass effects all other members. The protec¬ 
tion of the people’s health should be recognized by the 
Government as its primary obligation and duty to its 
citizens. 

Socialized medicine and the abolition or restriction of 
private practice would appear to be the realistic solution 
of the problem. Let us take the profit, the private 
economic profit, out of medicine, and purify our profes¬ 
sion of rapacious individualism. Let us make it dis¬ 
graceful to enrich ourselves at the expense of the 
miseries of our fellow men. Let us organize ourselves so 
that we can no longer be exploited as we are being ex¬ 
ploited by our politicians. 

Let us redefine medical ethics — not as a code of 
professional etiquette between doctors, but as a code of 
fundamental morality and justice between medicine and 
the people. 

In our medical societies, let us discuss more often the 
great problems of our age and not merely interesting 
cases; the relationship of medicine to the State; the 
duties of the profession to the people; the matrix of eco¬ 
nomics and sociology in which we exist. Let us recognize 



that our most important contemporaneous problems are 
economic and social and not merely technical and 
scientific in the narrow sense that we employ the words. 

Medicine, like any other organization today, whether 
it be the Church or the Bar, is judging its leaders by 
their attitude to the fundamental social and economic 
issues of the day. We need fewer leading physicians 
and famous surgeons in modern medicine and more 
farsighted, socially-imaginative statesmen. 

The medical profession must-as the traditional, 
historical and altruistic guardians of the people’s health 
— present to the Government a complete, comprehen¬ 
sive program of planned medical service for all the 
people. Then, in whatever position the profession finds 
itself after such a plan has been evolved, that position 
it must accept. This apparent immolation as a burnt 
offering on the altar of ideal public health will result in 
the profession rising like a glorious Phoenix from the 
dead ashes of its former self. 

Medicine must be entirely reorganized and unified, 
welded into a great army of doctors, dentists, nurses, 
technicians and social service workers, to make a collec¬ 
tivized attack on disease and utilizing all the present 
scientific knowledge of its members to that end. Let us 
say to the people - not “How much have you got?” - 
but, “How best can we serve you?” 

Socialized medicine means: 

first, that health protection becomes public property, 
like the post office, the army, the navy, the judiciary 
and the school. 

Second, that it is supported by public funds. 

Third, that service is available to all, not according to 
income but according to need. Charity must be abolished 
and justice substituted. Charity debases the donor and 
debauches the recipient. 

Fourth, its workers are to be paid by the State, with 
assured salaries and pensions. 
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Fifth, there should be democratic self-government by 
the health workers themselves. 

Twenty-five years ago it was thought contemptible 
to be called a socialist. Today it is ridiculous not to be 
one. 

Medical reforms, such as limited health insurance 
schemes, are not socialized medicine. They arc bastard 
forms of socialism produced by belated humanitarianism 
out of necessity. 

The three major objections which the opponents of 
socialized medicine emphasize are: 

First: Loss of Initiative. Although it is alleged the 
human donkey probably needs, in this state of modern 
barbarism, some sort of vegetable dangled in front of 
his nose, these need not be golden carrots: a posy of 
prestige will do as well. 

Second: Bureaucracy. This can be checked by demo¬ 
cratic control of organization from bottom to top. 

Third: The Importance of the Patient's Own Selection 
of a Doctor. This is a myth; its only proponents are the 
doctors themselves — not the patients. Give a limited 
choice — say two or three doctors, then if the patient is 
not satisfied, send him to a psychiatrist! Sauce for the 
goose is sauce for the gander — the doctor must also be 
given some measure of selection of patients! Ninety- 
nine percent of patients want results, not personalities. 

Our profession must arouse itself from its scientific 
and intensely personal preoccupation and become so¬ 
cially-minded, realizing the inseparability of health 
from economic security. 

Let us abandon our isolation and grasp the realities 
of the present economic crisis. The world is changing 
beneath our very eyes and already the barque of Aescu¬ 
lapius is beginning to feel beneath its keel the great 
surge and movement of the rising world tide which is 
sweeping on, obliterating old landscapes and old scenes. 
We must go with the tide or be wrecked. 
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The people are ready for socialized medicine. The 
obstructionists to the people’s health security lie within 
the profession itself as well as outside it. Recognize this 
fact. It is the all-important fact of the situation. These 
men with the mocking face of the reactionary or the 
listlessness of the futilitarian proclaim their principles 
under the guise of “maintenance of the sacred relation¬ 
ship between doctor and patient,” “inefficiency of other 
non-profit nationalized enterprises,” “the danger of 
Socialism,” “the freedom of individualism.” These are 
the enemies of the people, and make no mistake — they 
are the enemies of medicine too. 

The situation which is confronting medicine today is 
a contest of two forces in medicine itself. One holds that 
the important thing is the maintenance of our vested 
historical interest, our private property, our monopoly 
of health distribution. The other contends that the func¬ 
tion of medicine is greater than the maintenance of the 
doctor's position, that the security of the people’s health 
is our primary duty, that we are above professional 
privileges. So the old challenge of Shakespeare’s char¬ 
acter in Henry IV still rings out across the centuries: 
“Under which King, Bezonian, stand or die!” 
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A few dai s later Bethune scrawled some memos on 
his desk pad: 

1: Get all background material on war in Spain. 

2: Have the Case for Socialized Medicine retyped for 
circulation and comment. 3: Prepare select list of people 
to be sent plans for model city for tuberculous rehabilita¬ 
tion after release from sanatoria. 4: Look up medical 
literature for any previous experience with condition 
similar to that of the child. . . . 
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War, the imbroglio of politics, projects for the re¬ 
habilitation of broken lives, the fate of nations, the 
plight of a single child. 

To someone looking over his shoulder his jottings 
might have seemed curiously disjointed. At one time he 
himself would have tabulated them as separate areas of 
concern. Now he found them all interwoven, all demand¬ 
ing consideration and action as related whorls of the 
same intricate pattern. 

While he had been launching the Group for the 
Security of the People’s Health he had spent many an 
evening designing an entire city. He had shown sketches 
to his friend, fellow artist and now co-worker at the 
Children’s Art School, Marian Scott. “My purpose,"’ he 
had explained, “may seem novel, yet I’m satisfied it’s 
also practical.” In Russia they had the special day and 
night sanatoria for sanatorium “graduates” — patients 
who were sufficiently recovered to return to work, but 
still needed surveillance, attention, and lighter work. In 
Canada there were no provisions for that type of care. 
But, he asked, why should it be impossible to build 
completely new towns, with suitable housing, parks and 
light industries, all catering to the needs of those who 
had suffered from T. B.? The purpose, of course, was to 
provide them with an environment offering them the 
maximum health, the opportunity to live normally and 
to earn a livelihood at trades making no excessive 
demands on them. 

The plans he showed Marian had a special appeal to 
her artist’s eye. They included designs for homes, parks, 
children’s playgrounds, dispensaries, hospitals and in¬ 
dustrial buildings. The actual cost if state-sponsored, 
he stressed, would come to less than the money Canada 
eventually had to spend on repairing the damage 
wrought by disease. That was the final penalty for Can¬ 
ada’s failure to act effectively against T.B. in the first 
place. He was not content merely to champion the 
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principle of the citizen’s right to health and security. 
With the graphic approach of the artist and the technical 
approach of the doctor he felt impelled to show on paper 
that it was possible — and cheaper, in the long run — for 
people to live in pleasant surroundings, with the sun 
playing through the window and a garden behind the 
back porch. 

But his dream, circulating soon among government 
officials and community leaders, came up against the 
chain reaction of cause and effect that had so often swept 
him away from his moorings in a vicious cycle. When 
someone inquired one day what had happened to his 
plan, he unfurled the daily paper and pointed to the 
headline: insurgent planes bomb Madrid. 

“That’s what is happening to it,” he said. “The cities 
of the future lie buried under the rubble of the cities 
that never had a chance. I have a child at the hospital 
who is dying because the human lung was not created 
to breathe slum air. But if I take my plea to Ottawa on 
her behalf, if I say to the men in office: Here are plans 
for a city in which my child can live and grow without 
fear, whom will I be addressing? The very men who sit 
down to their comfortable dinners with a comfortable 
conscience and don’t give a damn for the cities now not 
only diseased but dying under the bombs.” 

So it was all one: the child at the hospital, the dream 
of the doctor and artist, the falling bombs, the indifferent 
politicians, the cities of Spain now crying out to the 
world for aid. 

He was haunted by the headlines and the face of a 
child. 

The fascists were moving towards Madrid, and in a 
bed at Sacrc Cceur a child lay near death. He felt as 
frustrated when he looked at her as when he read the 
communiques from Spain. 

One of his colleagues, noticing his depression, asked 
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what was wrong. He replied absently: “My child is very 
bad. There’s little diance I can save her.” 

“Oh, sorry. . . . Didn’t know you had any children.” 

“No, no. I don’t mean my own. I mean a little girl at 
the hospital. Very sick. . . 

Her name was Yvette P. . . . She was Frcnch-Canadian. 
She was ten years old. She was dying. 

Her father, a poor storekeeper in the French East End, 
had come to the hospital with his wife. In the strange 
atmosphere of the hospital, conscious of their threadbare 
appearance, they struggled to keep their composure, but 
as they talked to Bethune they broke down. For a year 
now, they said, they had watched Yvette waste slowly 
away. They had no money, they could afford no ex¬ 
pensive consultations, they had been forced to go to the 
public clinics. They had dragged her from one clinic 
to another, but still she wasted away. Now they had 
come to him. They had heard of the famous doctor 
who went to the homes of the poor, who asked no money 
of those who had none, who said everywhere in 
public that health belonged to the poor as much as to 
the rich. 

The father said fiercely: “Believe me, we do not ask 
for charity. We will sell everything — whatever we have. 
You can have it all. Only cure her.” 

The mother, sitting in her plain dress, her roughened 
hands in her lap, said: “It is our only child. Monsieur le 
Doctcur. . . .” 

While he examined the child the parents sat in the 
waiting room. 

At the clinics where they had waited in the long lines 
of unemployed for a diance to sec the weary doctors, 
many diagnoses had been made. One said the trouble 
lay in the stomach. “It will work itself out.” Another 
had said it was a respiratory ailment. “Bronchitis, noth¬ 
ing very serious.” Another had said: "Manifestly a 
persistent cough. I will give you a cough medicine.” 
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Still another had looked at the thin arms and chest and 
complained: “What do you expect? Malnutrition.” 

As Bcthune examined her he soon suspected the truth. 
When he finished he gave instructions for her chest to 
be X-rayed and put her to bed. 

“But she will be better — with these X-rays?” the 
father asked. 

Bethune led them out of the ward. With a confidence 
he didn’t feel, he explained that the X-rays would show 
what was wrong. Nothing could be done until he ex¬ 
amined them. 

A nun led them away. ... 

Bethune drove home thoughtfully that evening. The 
memory of Yvette’s sunken black eyes filled him with 
depression. Would the X-rays confirm his fears? He 
hoped, prayerfully, that they would not. Even a viru¬ 
lent, full-blown case of tuberculosis would be better. 

He parked his car, went up to his apartment, and 
walked into the living room. The room was a shambles. 
The diildren’s paintings had been fiendishly, methodi¬ 
cally torn into strips and strewn about the floor. The 
sculptured heads he had done were smashed as if with 
a baseball bat. Dripping black swastikas covered the walls. 
His finest pieces of furniture were broken. 

He called the police and several detectives arrived 
to ask if he had any personal enemies. He pointed to 
the swastikas on the wall. “Does that look like job of a 
personal enemy? 'I es, yes, they understood; they 
would investigate. Meanwhile it might be best if he 
stayed with some friends - just to be on the safe side. “If 
you look among those idiot Storm Troopers in .the local 
fascist organization,” he shot after them as they left, 
“you might find something.” He suspected the incident 
was closed and he would hear nothing further. 

At the hospital the next morning his worst fears were 
confirmed. The X-rays showed the entire right lung in 
a state of abscess. He studied them carefully and called 
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in Dr. Deshaies for the latter’s opinion. Dr. Deshaies 
looked at the films and shook his head dubiously. 

Bethune looked inquiringly at his assistant. He could 
do nothing for the lung. She couldn’t live with it. “To 
remain alive she must have it removed.” 

“And you will try to remove it?” 

Bethune shifted in his chair. “I don’t know... I 
haven’t been able to decide yet.” After a while he burst 
out angrily: “What a rotten, damnable piece of 
business!” 

He got to his feet and paced about the office. One 
year ago the child might have been cured easily. Now 
it was a toss of the coin. If he operated and she died, 
somebody would say he killed her. But who would have 
killed her really? That wasn’t for the doctor to answer, 
was it? Well, for him it was. “I’ll tell you who’s been 
killing her. You, me, everybody who goes his own way 
while the whole damn world goes to hell!” 

It was plain she was dying, and because things were 
so arranged that nobody seemed to give a damn about 
what happened to children, he was handed the alter¬ 
native of letting her die or perhaps killing her on the 
operating table. 

He walked about moodily. After a while he said more 
calmly, “Well, set up the operating theater for tomor¬ 
row. . .. Just in case.” 

All evening he paced the floor of his living room. 
Should he operate? Could he operate? The principle of 
collapsing a lung was simple and universally accepted. 
But removing the lung completely from the chest was 
another matter. Nissen had done it in Berlin a few years 
back, and several others had followed in his footsteps. 
It had been done perhaps in a score of cases. But never 
in a ten-year-old child. Could her system survive the 
shock? Did he have the right to put her to the test? 

Again the century-old question rose up to torment 
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him: operate and perhaps save her, or do nothing and 
let her die? 

Suddenly he cursed himself for a fool. That was 
strange reasoning! Hadn’t he been confronted with 
exactly the same cautious nonsense when he had de¬ 
manded artificial pneumothorax for himself? Was he 
afraid, perhaps? 

At four o’clock in the morning he made up his mind. 
He wanted Yvette to live. That meant he would have to 
dare all consequences. Otherwise everything he had 
ever said, written or practiced was a monstrous fraud. 

He went to bed and fell into a deep sleep, every 
detail of the operation firmly anticipated, ribs, pleural 
bag, lung mass, bronchial tubes, arteries fixed in his 
mind like a painting. He awoke at eight o’clock with the 
“tight” feeling that he knew would keep him razor- 
sharp till the middle of the day. 

He drove to one of the large department stores and 
bought the biggest doll he could find. At the hospital he 
laid it beside Yvette, then issued final instructions for 
the operation. 

When he walked into the operating room in gown 
and mask, Yvette, clutching her doll, was already drift¬ 
ing off under anesthesia. She lay on her stomach between 
the supporting chest rests, head tilted to one side, a 
corner of her mouth pulled open. The word had spread 
quickly, and the theater was crowded with doctors. Only 
a few years ago there had been practically no thoracic 
surgery done at Sacre Occur; now the chef was going to 
do something nobody in the whole country had ever 
attempted before. Assistants, doctors and observers 
were taut with suspense. ”Le chef” the young internes 
whispered to one another, “is going to perform an 
autopsy this morning.” 

The anesthetist made a last-minute check, the first 
sister drew back the sheet, and Bethune looked down 
at the narrow back, the pathetic little shoulderblades. 


He felt the scalpel in his hand, and paused a moment. 
There, a little below the right shoulder blade, and to 
the side, his scalpel would enter. He forgot about the 
crowded theater. In the darkness through which she was 
now floating, his thoughts pursued her. 

The darkness clings to you now, Yvette, he thought, 
but I shall lead you back into the spring sun. 

See how many have come to watch? They look at my 
hands, and sometimes I find it difficult to explain that 
it is not with my hands alone that I press the searching 
knife, but something else - something powerful, asser¬ 
tive, born with me in the womb, sneered at and attacked 
everywhere, but carried deep inside me nevertheless. 
Remember it when the pain comes, and your mind finds 
it hard to understand why your doctcur should have 
done this to you. I do it out of love — the secret, pas¬ 
sionate word they have expurgated as cruelly as they 

have tried to expurgate you. 

Now the retractors, the mimic, metallic hands that 
pull open the costal sheath with brutal necessity. Mop 
up the dark, mysterious flow, like wine from desert 
vineyards. Here are the ribs, miraculously curving, but 
how tragically brittle. 

Now the rib shears, long and powerful, biting clean 
Then the pleura, and it is all revealed like the can¬ 
vas, the painting I have carried in my head since early 
morning. 

Careful now. The rest was mere preparation, entrance. 
Now we look upon the naked lung, the festering, soft 
mass, where life has already been extinguished by the 
seeping abscess. Here there is no hope. The decision is 

inexorable. It must come out. 

Careful! The lung no longer breathes, but it is still 
vindictive. The abscess borders living tissue. Thus it 
runs throughout the world, the dirt infiltrating every¬ 
thing that yearns to live. It is vengeful; it is capable of 
ugly reprisals. 



Careful! This is the real contest. Cut through the 
adhesions. Now the blood flows like no wine on earth. 
Oh, to have only two hands when death leers at me from 
the severed flesh. What? Of course the pulse is down. 
Prepare to transfuse. Oxygen. The first lung lies only 
half-severed in its cavity and already the heart weakens. 
But we will speed up nature’s efficiency. More oxygen — 
hurry! 

What time is it? Too much time has gone. 

More oxygen! 

Now you must steel yourself. 

Now the mask gently breathes into your single lung; 
one lung alone, from this moment on, will know the 
heady quality of oxygen. Now you must want to live. 
Now, and later, there is no life without desire. 

Desire now to live and we will spit at the marauders 
who come pushing into my house, the house of my chil¬ 
dren! They smear the twisted cross over my children’s 
heads. They shout in their devils’ voices you have no 
special right to live. They drop bombs from their bats’ 
wings and worship the ruins like a flower. But here we 
answer them. With every painful breath we answer 
them. And if we fail to answer them, soon there will be 
no children left.no laughter.only the dreary hell-flowers 
of their slums and bomb pits. . . . 

There, it is done. 

You are free. The gentlemen who have come to watch 
the carpentry arc pleased. But I watch only your life 
flickering steadily on the nonchalant dial faces. It lifts 
the mercury in the tube, heavier at this point than all 
the burdens in the world. Now the pleura gapes with 
unaccustomed emptiness. The other lung, the heart and 
viscera will yearn to close the vacuum later. Now to 
bring order out of this clearing in the wilderness. Life 
is indivisible: the brambles of veins, arteries, stumps 
each reek an individual villainy. The least must be 
soothed with the greatest. Now the yawning, sorrowful 


gulf is stitched together. Now the retractors release the 
wounded tissue and the slender needle tenderly reunites 
the delicate flesh... . 

A few hours after the operation Yvette asked for 
water. Bethune, standing by, touched her lips with a wet 
cloth. 

In the hallway the parents waited with hope and 
dread. “She will recover,” Bethune said. The father 
stood mutely a moment, then threw his arms about the 
doctor while the mother clasped her hands and sobbed. 

That night, tired, exultant, he wrote about the opera¬ 
tion and sent a note to Marian Scott: 

My child is well. 

It was a very beautiful operation. I felt very happy 
doing it. . . except for a few bad moments. The entire 
right lung was removed — the first time this has been 
done in a child of ten in Canada. .. . Isn’t it nice? 

Yes, I will sleep deeply tonight. Last night was a 
“nuit blanche" — not whether I could do it but whether 
I should. But my child is well and I shall sleep deeply 
now_Goodnight. 

Beth 
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A week after the operation on Yvette he received an 
unexpected visitor — a spokesman from the Committee 
to Aid Spanish Democracy. Headquarters had been set 
up in Toronto under the chairmanship of the Reverend 
Ben Spence, with the support of a number of clergymen, 
labor leaders and public figures. As its first act of assist¬ 
ance to the Spanish Republic it had decided to send a 
medical unit to Madrid, financed by a direct appeal to 
the Canadian people. The Committee had agreed that 
the one man in Canada to head the unit was Dr. Norman 
Bethune, if he would accept. 
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After his visitor had gone he sat alone for a long time, 
lost in thought. Then he went absent-mindedly through 
the pile of papers on his desk, writing in his occasional 
notes: 

Go to Spain? Last week I had to decide whether to 
operate on my child. Now I have to decide whether I go 
to Spain. I am surprised, honored — and perplexed. Am 
I the right person? Am I ready? Yesterday’s answers 
seem to prepare new questions for today. And tomorrow 
— what? The times impose cruel and irreversible de¬ 
cisions on us! 

The committee to aid Spain accepted the fact that he 
needed time to make up his mind; the war in Spain did 
not. Every day brought more news of the blockading 
of the Loyalists and the fascist advance towards 
Madrid. 

What should he do? It was a grim question, l'or nine 
years he had grappled with a problem that had 
baffled medicine for centuries: the wiping out of tuber¬ 
culosis. He thought he had found a way at last, but it 
would need work, persuasion, an unceasing crusade, 
the unorthodox methods of popular agitation. Could he 
now throw it all up? 

And what, he asked himself, about his personal posi¬ 
tion? Suppose he did go to Spain? Where would he be 
afterwards? I Ic was now 46 years old. with not too many 
years ahead of him as a surgeon. He had only begun 
thoracic surgery at the age of 39, when the average 
doctor was already well launched in his career. 

He was now Chief of Thoracic Surgery at the Sacre 
Cieur Hospital; Consulting Surgeon to the Dominion 
Department of Pensions and National Health; Consult¬ 
ing Surgeon to the Mount Sinai Sanatorium at St. Agathe, 
Quebec, and the Grace Dart Home Hospital in Mont¬ 
real. He was one of the highest paid men in his profes¬ 
sion. Medical pilgrims came to Sacre Cceur from all 



over the world to study his work. Many of the doctors 
now practicing thoracic surgery in Canada and the 
United States had studied under him, observing his 
techniques and the use of his own instruments. He was 
a member of the top, select Council of the American 
Association for Thoracic Surgery, looked up to now by 
his former heroes. 

All of this, perhaps his whole future career as a 
thoracic surgeon, would have to be thrown into the dis¬ 
card. At what point, he asked himself, did the personal 
element fall away before the larger considerations? 

The larger considerations left him no opportunity to 
think in terms of the personal element. The news from 
Spain became more urgent, and at home native fascist 
groups, encouraged by the successes of their cohorts 
abroad, began running amok in the streets. I’rancos 
drive towards Madrid was accompanied by attacks on 
Jewish citizens in Montreal, depredations against Jewish 
shopkeepers, racist propaganda imported from Berlin. 
“The insanity is spreading too quickly, he would sud¬ 
denly burst out to friends. “They’ve begun in Germany, 
in Japan, now in Spain, and they’re coming out into 
the open everywhere. If we don’t stop them in Spain 
while we still can, they’ll turn the world into a 
slaughterhouse.” 

One night, alone in his apartment, he stood at the 
window for a long time, gazing down at the square. 
Then he sat at his desk, went through his papers, wrote 
letters of resignation to his superiors, and drew up his 
will. Until it could sustain itself from public contribu¬ 
tions, die Children’s Art School would draw money from 
his bank account. Frances was to have power-of-at- 
torney to handle all his financial affairs. In the event 
of his death all of his worldly possessions would go to 
her. 

When he went to bed that night a typed draft of a 
poem lay on his desk: 
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And this same pallid moon tonight, 

Which rides so quiet — clear and high — 
The mirror of our pale and troubled gaze. 
Raised to a cool, Canadian sky, 

Above the shattered Spanish mountain tops 
Last night rose low and wild and red. 
Reflecting bade from her illumined shield 
The blood-bespattered faces of the dead. 

To that pale moon I raise my angry fist, 

And to those nameless dead my vows renew: 
Comrades who fall in angry loneliness, 

Who die for us — I will remember you. 

Three weeks later he left for Spain. 



PART THREE 


The Enemy — Fascism 

23 

A station wagon maneuvers along the blacked-out 
Gran Via, skirting the ripped pavements and shell 
holes. It moves without lights, slowly, cautiously. At the 
end of the thoroughfare it turns right and crawls 
through the shattered streets leading to Casa del Campo. 
This is no longer the city under siege - it is the battle 
zone itself. 

The night is suddenly convulsed. Great sheets of 
light flash through the sky. The silence is shredded by a 
deafening cannonade that sickens the ear. The pave¬ 
ment trembles like a living being seized by fear. 

In the orange-red glare of an exploding shell the 
station wagon lurches to the side of the street, then 
speeds forward as if there is no longer need for caution. 
Soon it is roaring into Casa del Campo, the Royal 1 ark, 
heading straight for the trenches which are pin-pointed 
in the darkness by the blaze of guns and the sounds of 
battle. 

This is Madrid on the night of December 23, 1936. 

The Christmas season has come, but Madrid lies in 
darkness, under curfew, stabbed by the enemy’s stccl- 
sheathed forces. Soon, perhaps, if the moon cuts through 
the clouds, the bombers will come, filling the sky with 
their angry snarl. 

Today the enemy’s shelling began promptly at four 
in the afternoon; the shells droned methodically into 
the streets, searching out the most densely populated 
districts. At dinnertime it began again, continued for an 
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hour, precisely at the moment men and women filled 
the streets on their way home from work. “We are 
saving Spain from Bolshevism,” say the communiques 
issued at Burgos and written in Berlin; to “save” Spain 
the traitor generals arc destroying Madrid. 

During the noon hour a crowd of workers on the Gran 
Via listened to one of their leaders report on the war. 
From the meeting the volunteers marched directly to 
the trenches in Casa del Campo. Their guns were old, 
but their songs were new and their faces shining. This 
afternoon the women in the working-class district of 
Cuatro Caminos bore the brunt of the shelling, some 
losing a home, some a roof, some a bed, some a child; 
but tonight the women of the working class labor 
behind the men from their own streets, digging defenses 
in the frozen earth and carrying the banner of their 
new emancipation: we would rather be widows of 

HEROES THAN WIVES OF SLAVES! 

Madrid! Gored, bloodied, shaken, betrayed... but 
defended. For thirty-seven days the city has been fight¬ 
ing for its life. Now, on the thirty-seventh day, the idea 
of defense is as natural and automatic in the lives of 
the people as eating and sleeping. “We must decide 
whether we will be hammer or anvil,” a speaker cried the 
other day at one of the great political rallies held despite 
the bombers. The audience understood, and cheered 
wildly. It understood; for as long ago as the February 
days of the Frcntc Popular electoral victory the 
Madrileno cast himself in the role of hammer, with 
history as his anvil and Spain to be forged anew. Now 
the hammer is on the anvil, and at Burgos the generals 
arc trying to discover where their easy victory went 
astrav. 

4 

In the rape of a city the voices of its people have 
joined in the vast harmonics of unity. For thirty-seven 
days and thirty-seven nights — each day and each night 
with its compressed quota of anguish — the city has 
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heard its women weeping, its men cursing, its evacuee 
children saying good-by. But now, too. the traitors are 
being run to the ground, and the lowliest citizen has 
turned parliamentarian, critic, soldier, organizer. La 
Pasionaria, daughter of the dark Asturian mines, has 
gone on foot through the streets, into the seamiest 
corners of the city, into the bars of the shiftless and the 
homes of the thoughtless - lifting her voice with the 
unspoken hopes of all the inarticulate, speaking to the 
heart of each ardent citizen and the collective will of 
the nation, putting into simple words the meaning of 
all the terror, agony and resistance: Better to die on our 
feet than live on our knees! The response rolls across 
the city of bloodstained streets, a chorus in which 
optimism rises above the bitter chords, and notes of 
gaiety already challenge the minor key. 

The Republic has inherited a score of factions, a 
hundred conflicting viewpoints, perhaps a thousand 
stupidities. But from the mass of Madrilcnos. uprooted 
from old ways and old allegiances, the demand rises 
irresistibly for only one purpose: solidarity of all. 
resistance to the end. death to the enemy, and long live 
the Republic! 

Madrid knows its desperate plight and its collective 
power. The city that is now at the world’s crossroad 
earned its eminence by becoming the heart of the Pop¬ 
ular Front. It is here that the demand first arose for 
action against the traitor generals left by the old regime, 
here that unarmed men and women, while the govern¬ 
ment fumbled, forced the gates of the Montana barracks 
in the center of the city, made prisoners of the rebel 
troops barricaded inside, and seized the arms with which 
to defend the February vote and the revived Republic. 

It is the knowledge of this collective power, tested in 
battle, that lightens Madrid’s every painful hour with 
vitality and confidence. On the Gran Via, the Telefonica 
building. Madrid’s lonely skyscraper, rears audaciously 


139 



towards the skies in which the bombers flaunt their 
German origin. The upper floor® have been hit again 
and again, but government offices continue to function 
on the lower ones. No matter where the city is hit, it 
too continues to function. 

At first there was fear under enemy bombardment. 
Now the people have learned to live with the fear. 
Pedestrians on the Gran Via know that the enemy’s 
shells land on only one side of the street; so they walk 
calmly on the other side. And the local army command, 
knowing that the enemy never shells the residential 
districts of the wealthy, has discreetly hidden its guns 
in the untouched parks gracing the lavish mansions of 
the pro-Franco upper class. 

Since November 6 the sense of impotence has gone 
out of the citizen’s fear. That was the day on which the 
sirens sounded as usual, the bombers appeared, the 
people rushed to the subways and flimsy shelters. But 
as they fled they heard a new sound in the skies. They 
stopped in their tracks, looking upward. "Nuestros!" they 
shouted. Men and women sobbed with joy, they pounded 
each other, they threw their berets in the air, they 
hugged and danced and sang and cried defiance. 
“Ours! Our planes! Nuestros!" 

High above the city a squadron of tiny pursuit planes 
bore the markings of the Republic. They flew with 
dazzling speed into the surprised attackers, their guns 
ripping the enemy. They were the government’s first 
real combat planes, and for the first time since the July 
days they dispersed the enemy, bomb load and all. 

"C/iatos," the Madrilenos nicknamed them delightedly 
— “the pugnoses.” They had arrived at Cartagena from 
Russia in crates only four days before. They have taken 
the sport out of the enemy’s bombing. 

On November 6 the diatos flashed their wings over the 
city and on November 8 the first of the International 
Brigades were hastily assembled at Albacete, outfitted 
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with trousers, jackets, indifferent weapons and moved 
into the lines. The approach to their battle stations lay 
through the streets of Madrid. Fresh from the villages 
and cities of the wc^rld. Mussolini’s prisons. Hitler s con¬ 
centration camps and the "neutrality” blockade of the 
Western powers, they marched through the wild acclaim 
of delirious Madrilenos. Most of them are dead or 
wounded, but others have followed across the forbidden 
frontiers, and after six months of invasion from abroad, 
treason from within and betrayal by the Western gov¬ 
ernments, Madrid fights to the exultant cry: "We are 
not alone!” 

The people of Madrid know that their cause lacks no 
followers — only arms; they know that the enemy lacks 
no arms — only followers. They know who is sending 
men to the enemy and who is depriving Republican 
Spain of arms. They know that if Franco wins they will 
live under the double dictatorship of the old regime 
and its foreign manipulators. They know the generals 
and the grandees have fitted their treason into the Axis 
blueprint for world conquest. They know that the 
future of London, Warsaw, Paris, Shanghai is being 
shaped in the streets where they were born. And what they 
think, what they feel and understand, surges through 
the city from the moment, at dawn, when the first street 
cleaner sets up his hose, Spanish style, and washes the 
blood from the pavement, till the moment when the last 
militiaman speaks the curfew challenge. 

Isolated by the fascist guns, lonely but not alone, 
Madrid reveals its soul in its curfew passwords. Last 
night those permitted on the streets during curfew 
heard the challenge on darkened street corners. "Where 
is the army of the Republic tonight? and replied, Ad¬ 
vancing.” Tonight, while it waits for the bombers, while 
it sends its men to the trenches, while it sleeps in cold 
rooms with pangs of hunger — tonight, Madrid under 
curfew has chosen the password, What will be free? 
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And the answer, "El mundo toclo!" The whole world 
will be free! 

The station wagon that has sped from the Gran Via 
into Casa del Campo comes to a jarring stop under a 
clump of trees, close to the trenches. 

Two men jump out. Here, under the trees, is their 
rendezvous: a casualty station. 

They pause a moment to take stock of the figures hur- 
rying about them in the dark. There are muffled curses 
from the trenches, the angry chatter of machine guns, the 
frightening detonations of trench mortars and the an¬ 
guished cries of the wounded. They can make out the 
bent forms of stretcher-bearers and soon their eyes 
become accustomed to the quick light and quick darkness 
of a night battle. 

The wounded arc lying on the ground all around 
them. The moon emerges suddenly from the clouds. Near 
the clump of trees the light is welcome. For the wounded 
it reveals the world again, the familiar surroundings 
that tell them they arc still alive. For the two men it 
makes easier the task of unloading the strange para¬ 
phernalia from their station wagon. 

they exchange documents with the harassed medical 
officer in charge of the casualty station. They are an un¬ 
expected pair: two strangers, foreigners, speaking little 
Spanish, suddenly materializing out of the night at the 
precise sector where the government troops have 
launched a local attack. The Spanish doctor, beset by 
more casualties than lie can properly handle, is confused 
by their arrival. Where do they come from? Who are 
they? What do they want? They introduce themselves 
with their store of half-a-dozen words and sign lan¬ 
guage. One of them is tall. lean, long-faced. He is young 
but moves with the care and deliberation of an older 
man. The other, the one in command, is not easily 
classified. He gives an impression of slender height. 
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yet is not tall. His face is strong, showing no definite 
age, yet his finely shaped head is fringed by thick grav- 
white hair that gives him a sculptured appearance. He 
is dressed in a blue, zippered uniform designed for 
rough-and-ready use: a military tunic with patch pockets, 
trousers tucked into heavy boots, the insignia of a 
colonel of the Republican Army on his chest, a Maple 
Leaf on both shoulders. 

The Spanish doctor glances at the uniform. His man¬ 
ner shows it puzzles him as much as the instructions he 
has just received from its wearer. He hands back the 
documents, salutes, says, "Si, comandantc," and ex¬ 
tends his arm in a gesture signifying they can begin. 

Under the trees swaying in the wind, with stretcher- 
bearers bringing up more casualties, with bullets sing¬ 
ing over their heads, with the wounded moaning at their 
feet, they begin. . . . 

The comandantc kneels beside the first soldier in the 
line of casualties. He looks into the soldier's face. The 
features are twisted by pain but the very pain signifies 
the strength with which life holds fast in the wounded 
body. The comandantc pats the soldier’s arm and 
moves on. 

The next man is no longer wounded; he is dead. His 
face shows the bitter loneliness in which he died. 1 he 
comandantc has seen the faces of many dead, but none 
so reproachful as this. He unbuttons the soldier’s shirt, 
loosens the trousers. “Not much of a wound, but much 
blood lost,” he whispers. 

He rises again and continues on along the line, making 
his examinations and his decisions swiftly. To some of 
the men he speaks words of encouragement; they don't 
understand the meaning of the words, but they under¬ 
stand the intent, and smile with the easy grace of chil¬ 
dren. Reside others he nods his head and says to his tall, 
silent companion. “This one . . .’’ 

When he has made the rounds of all the wounded he 
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walks back unerringly to a still form covered by a coat. 
He drops down on one knee and gently raises the man’s 
head — but when he looks at the face it is not the face 
of a man; it is the face of a boy, perhaps sixteen or 
seventeen, pale even in the moonlight under the blade 
crop of disordered hair. The comandante reads the face 
easily: the lips slack, the cheeks sunken, the skin clammy, 
the eyes half closed in utter weariness. The features 
show no recognition, no fear, no hope. “Bad shock,” the 
comandante murmurs. “We’ll begin with him_” 

The waspish sound of the bullets is suddenly lost in 
a deeper tone: the whine of a shell. The men laid out 
on the ground listen; the medical orderlies throw them¬ 
selves down, covering their ears. The whine lengthens. 
There is the unnatural noise like ripping canvas, then 
the explosion, the blinding glare, the earth heaving, the 
trees shivering. The boy in the comandante’s arms 
groans, clutching his abdomen feebly. The thunder 
in his stomach is as staggering as the noise in his 
ears. Pain brings him back briefly from the dark 
tide on which he is slipping away. He looks up at the 
stranger with the gray hair, seeing nothing, perhaps, 
but the night and the blackness pressing against his 
eyeballs, straining for a glimpse nevertheless of what 
his mind dimly remembers. 

The comandante rests the lolling head gently on the 
ground. While the medical orderlies hurry by, and the 
echoes of the blast die away, he sets to work with 
efficient hands, fie rips the sleeve of the lad’s jacket 
with one motion, rolls back the shirt, and swiftly ex¬ 
plores the exposed forearm. “Ready, now.” He speaks 
without looking up, but his tall companion is at his side 
to hand him the slender rubber tube with the glinting 
needle at the end. In the slack flesh the comandante's 
fingers find the vein and follow it to the bend of the 
elbow. The moon is no substitute for the arc lights of the 
operating theater, but the comandante’s finge rs know 

144 



the routes of the soldier’s dwindling life stream and 
the jab of the needle can bring only a merciful pain. 

There is the whine of another shell, closer and more 
intimate this time, followed by still another before the 
first explodes. The enemy is searching for tne target, 
bending the barrage closer to the Republic’s lines. But 
there is no time to gauge the danger. In the orange-red 
brilliance that now spreads in a chain of flaming geysers 
across the Royal Park the comandante tapes the needle 
onto the arm with adhesive, rises, and runs his hand 
along the tubing to the squat bottle his companion is 
holding. “Right, I’ll take it,” he says. “You can get more 
bottles out of the car.” 

He stands erect now, his head bare, his face thought¬ 
ful, ignoring the bullets that ping into the trees, the 
flares, the confusion, the shouts, the warnings of the 
medical officer hurrying by, the shells that ravish the 
night, the rumblings that penetrate to his very bones. 
He holds the bottle above the young soldier, moving to 
the soldier’s head so as to put his own body between the 
bottle and the front from which the bullets come. 

It is an ordinary bottle, but it stores a precious fluid. 
Blood! Dark, mysterious, inconstant. Blood - uni¬ 
versal in type, thick and cohesive still from the veins of 
the living donor, life-giving with the accumulated ex¬ 
periences. sacrifices, yearnings of men questmg for 
knowledge over a score of centuries. Here, on the 
thundering battlefield, all the textbooks, searchings, 
errors, corrections, scientific certainties since the 
mythical days of Medea and her sorcery - all are 

stored in a squat glass bottle. 

From the grooved bellies of German guns a new salvo 
bursts across the casualty station. And from the ardent 
veins of an anonymous Madrileno the comandante sends 
the first warm drops into the depleted veins of the dying 
soldier at his feet. 

He releases the clamp on the tubing slowly, carefully. 


1C Allan/Gordon, The Scalftl 
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The lad is far gone. In the hours since he was wounded 
and dragged from no man’s land the twilight between 
life and death has seeped into his organs. He shivers, 
his teeth chatter. 

The comandante opens the clamp fully. Now the blood 
flows in a steady stream, and the miracle is near. The 
comandante has seen it many times before, but it is 
always new: like a wasted flower suddenly blooming 
again with ridi-hued petals. 

The boy stirs. His teeth no longer chatter. He begins 
to move his head. He opens his eyes, blankly at first, 
then with a painful effort to remember. But it is only 
the beginning. Casting aside the now empty bottle the 
comandante prepares the second. Soon, after the second 
bottle, the miracle is complete. The lad smiles: the 
comandante knows, without being able to see, that the 
color has returned to his face, that after a few minutes of 
chill his skin will grow warm again, that after his 
wounds are tended he will live. 

Bueno, bueno," the comandante says cheerfully. He 
lights a cigarette and puts it to the soldier’s lips. The 
soldier takes a deep puff. He suddenly realizes he is alive. 

Gracias," he murmurs joyfully, but the comandante 
has already vanished. 

l’or thirty minutes the comandante moves back and 
forth among the wounded, instructing the station doctor, 
refusing to accept the textbook signs of death, repeat¬ 
ing his transfusions on the worst cases, holding his 
bottles aloft, screening them from the enemy with his 
broad shoulders, opening veins to the salty river that 
washes life back into the bodies of the near-dead with 
its strange chemistry. At last the containers in the sta¬ 
tion wagon arc empty. There is no more blood to be 
transfused, but of the men who stormed out of the 
trenches to seize a strong point from the Moors and 
Germans one hour ago, twelve who would have died 
are still alive; twelve soldiers of the Republic who will 
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be smiling when they reach the hospital, who will re¬ 
member this night under the trees, and the thoughtful 
face of the man with the gray-white hair and his magic 
bottles of blood. 

‘Wo mas?” the Spanish doctor has followed the 
comandante to the station wagon. ‘Wo mas?” he asks. 
“No more?” 

The comandante, fastening the back doors of the car, 
shakes his head. He makes signs that he will have to 
return to the city for a fresh supply of blood. As he 
talks and waves his hands he is surrounded by a group 
of orderlies and soldiers with only minor wounds. 

The Spanish doctor raises his fist in the Republican 
salute. Solemnly, speaking the Spanish words with 
special care, as if to bridge the barrier of language by 
his very intensity, he says: “Dr. Alvarez Ruiz. 1 Muchas 
gracias” 

The Canadian doctor stands erect, his fist raised too. 
“I am Dr. Norman Bethune. My friend, Hazen Sise. It 
is we who must thank you.” 

In the sudden silence Canadians and Spaniards look 
at each other in a burst of feeling neither knows how 
to express, here, on this flaring sector of the war that 
has tossed them together in the jumble of pain and 
death. Then one of the soldiers points to the lettering 
on the station wagon that is visible in the light of the 
nearby flames, “Instituto Hispano-Canadense dc Trans¬ 
fusion de Sangre.” 

He cries out, “ Viva la transfusion dc sangre!” 

The response sweeps along the line of wounded: 

“Vivar 

“Viva el Canada!” 

“Vivar 

A small voice cuts thinly through the bass chorus. 

“Viva yo!” Everybody turns. It is the voice of the 
boy who received the first transfusion. He has risen 

1 This is a pseudonym. 
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on his elbow, his other hand stretched out before him, 
his eyes burning in his young face. “Viva yo!” he cries. 
“Long live me!” 

There is laughter; they all understand. 

'‘Viva!” they cry. For themselves, for these strangers 
from abroad, for Spain, for the world. 

The word spreads, this morning of December 23, 
1936, through the lines in Casa del Campo. From some¬ 
where beyond the seas a friend has come with a miracle 
for the soldiers of the Republic. 

Tomorrow it will be broadcast over all Madrid, 
reaching out to Teruel, Guadalajara, Valencia, all the 
fronts, to the women who wait in dread for sons and 
husbands, and finally, beyond the borders of Spain, to 
all the world. 

For the first time since humans learned to kill their 
brothers a man had appeared on the battlefield to re¬ 
verse history - to give blood, not to shed it. 



He had arrived in Madrid on November 3, a cold 
rainy morning, and registered at the Hotel Gran Via, 
just opposite the Telefonica building. In the lobby he 
was met by a pleasant-looking. fair-haired man who 
introduced himself as Henning Sorensen, in Madrid as 
correspondent for the New Commonwealth and Ca¬ 
nadian Forum. 1 

Outside the hotel soldiers patrolled the streets in twos 
and threes. All the streets leading to the city boasted 
barricades. Bethune asked Sorensen if the situation was 
as bad as they had told him it was in Valencia. 

“As bad or as good,” Sorensen replied. “Madrid is 
Madrid, and \ alcncia is, after all, only Valencia. The 

A new-.paper and a magazine both reflecting the viewpoint of the 
Co-operative Commonwealth Federation. 
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fascists have entered University City. Madrid women 
are busy filling bottles of gasoline. The people have 
barricaded all the streets. The fascists will have to take 
the city house by house.” 

The press offices were on the third floor of the Tele¬ 
fonica. Bethune and Sorensen called there that after¬ 
noon to get the latest news. Suddenly the building 
shook, hit by a shell; everyone looked up, waited, and 
then resumed work. 

Bethune could look down from the windows and see 
the street-car attendant on the corner switching the rails 
for a tram to make a turn. On the same corner the subway 
kiosk was plastered with posters urging the Madrilenos 
to join the Fifth Regiment, to evacuate their children, to 
help the peasants gather in the wheat. 

Sorensen diucklcd. “You can take a tram or a subway 
and get within a hundred yards or so of the trendies. 
You see, Madrid goes about its business as usual. It's 
true that the situation is serious . . . but I doubt if 
Madrid will fall.” 

As Bethune walked the streets that day he could see 
that the rest of Madrid shared Sorensen’s optimism. 

With Sorensen as guide and interpreter he set out to 
find the best method of organizing Canadian medical 
aid for the Loyalist troops. 

He made a swift tour of the city’s military hospitals 
where the tensions and uncertainties were such that he 
could get few definite answers to the questions he asked 
about the medical situation at the front. To get the 
answers he went into the trenches of University City 
itself, visiting the fronts outside Madrid. He inspected 
casualty stations behind the lines and worked with army 
surgeons at several base hospitals. Here he studied the 
types of wounds the soldiers suffered and kept notes on 
the percentage of fatalities and the recoveries after 
surgery. 



In a cellar headquarters in University City he met 
General Kleber, who had once lived in Canada and was 
now in command of the International Brigades helping 
to defend Madrid. Kleber gave him a resume of the 
military situation, declared Madrid would hold out, and 
referred him to one of the chief medical officers of the 
International Brigades, a Czech doctor by the name of 
Erwin Kisch. 

Dr. Kisch welcomed him enthusiastically in broken 
English, overjoyed to hear that a thoracic surgeon of 
Bethune’s standing was available for service. “We must 
put you to work at once!” he cried. 

For Kisch. who had been in Spain two months, operat¬ 
ing constantly, it seemed clear where Bethune was 
needed. For Bethune himself it had not yet become clear. 
He asked for a few more days to make up his mind and 
the interview ended coolly. 

On November 6, he went to the headquarters of the 
Fifth Regiment to confer with Carlos Contreras, its 
political commander. 8 

The Loyalist military forces still consisted of the 
various militia groups spontaneously organized by the 
trade unions, and with varying political affiliations. 
There was. as yet, no unified command. All units fought 
bravely, but not as part of a disciplined military estab¬ 
lishment. The Fifth Regiment had been set up shortly 
after the outbreak of the war by the Spanish Communist 
party which had from the beginning, along with the 
Negrin-Dcl Vayo 3 Socialists and some sections of the 
liberal Republicans, demanded a unified command. The 
Fifth Regiment was designed to set an example of a dis¬ 
ciplined fighting force. By now it had become a legend 
throughout Loyalist Spain and was acknowledged to be 
the heart of Madrid’s resistance. From British and 

* Enrique Lister was Military Comniardcr. 

* Alvarez del Vayo *as Spain’s Foreign Minister; Juan Ncgrin later 
became Premier. 
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American correspondents Bethune had heard that Po¬ 
litical Commander Contreras was the man “who gets 
things done.” 

His interview with Carlos Contreras 4 took place in a 
car on the way to Albacete, the only time, Contreras 
explained, that he could spare. It was a bizarre inter¬ 
view, followed by bizarre events: 

Before leaving Madricf in Contrera’s car [Bethune 
reported later], we stopped for a few minutes at the 
Montana Barracks, where young volunteers were getting 
their first military instructions. We heard that rifles had 
arrived from Mexico and some tanks from Russia. There 
was noticeable optimism. We got to Albacete at about 
3:30 in the morning. Here we heard that the govern¬ 
ment headed by Largo Caballero had moved to Va¬ 
lencia, leaving a Military Junta in charge of Madrid. 

On the way Carlos gave us his views of the political 
and military situation. He obviously didn’t think very 
much of old Caballero who, he said, couldn’t forget that 
it wasn’t a trade union he was now leading but an 
armed struggle. He was afraid that Caballero was not 
up to the situation, and implied that the UGT leader was 
resisting demands lor a unified command. Army units 
in various parts of the country (particularly in the Ara¬ 
gon) were operating on their own. Certain anarchist 
battalions went into action only under orders from their 
own-appointed commanders. Without a central, unified 
command. Contreras held, the Republic could never 
hope to defeat the mechanized units of Germany and 
Italy. 5 

I could not help but remark on the difference between 
the spirit of Madrid and that of Valencia or Barcelona. 
In reply. Carlos made the point that the spirit was best 
where the fighting was most bitter. The Communist Party 
was stronger in Madrid than anywhere else inSpain. and 
the bulk of the Socialist Youth Organization also was 

4 Contreras spoke fluent English. 

6 A unified command came into existence in May 1937, when Caballero 
resigned and was replaced as Premier by Juan Negrin. 
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in Madrid. 6 The lessons of the war were moving the 
Socialist rank-and-file to the left, while Caballero seemed 
to be moving toward a closer alliance with the Anar¬ 
chists and certain right-wing Republican elements. 
Carlos saw Caballero’s moves as an attempt to offset 
the growing influence of the left-wing Socialists, Com¬ 
munists and the liberal Republican groups who de¬ 
manded a dynamic program to transform the unorgan¬ 
ized mass of militia into an efficient, unified fighting 
organization. 

Carlos didn’t think the Popular Front was threatened 
but seemed to indicate that a new alignment within the 
Popular Front was necessary if Spain’s resources were 
to be properly organized to fight a prolonged war. It 
was evident that the traitorous army generals had been 
defeated; it was also evident that Germany and Italy 
were determined to prolong the war as long as they 
could, not only to guarantee their Mediterranean flank, 
but to use Spain as a testing ground for their equipment 
and their strategy. 

When we came to the question of what I could do 
for Spain, Contreras said there were a number of 
alternatives. I could function as a surgeon in one of 
the hospitals, or for the International Brigades, or I 
could establish a distinct Canadian Medical Unit to work 
in the cities or at the front. He assured me that any¬ 
thing I decided to do would be helpful, told me to see 
him if I needed any help in anything I decided to do, 
and then left to attend to his urgent business. He re¬ 
turned to Madrid next morning but Sorenson and I 
went to see the chief of the Sanidad Extranjera (Foreign 
Health Service, attached to the International Brigade), 
a little Frenchman who suggested I work with him. It 
was something to consider, and we left Albacete with 
him the following day (November S) to “inspect the 
front lines.’’ We never got anywhere near a front line 
and we lost our way four times. That was enough for me. 
We wasted two days with him for nothing. I told him 
as politely as I could that I had other plans, and we 

8 The ICO,OC3 members of the Socialist Youth had enrolled cn bloc in 
the Spanish Communist Parry a few months before. 
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returned to Madrid, luckily getting transportation on a 
truck. 

Henning and I arrived in Madrid on the 11th and I 
made another tour of the casualty stations. By now I 
had a feeling about what had to be done. 

When he had become certain of what was missing in 
the army’s medical services, he went back to Dr. Kisch to 
outline the novel project that had taken shape in his 
mind. In all modern wars, he pointed out, even the 
most highly organized medical services suffered from a 
serious defect. Never had provisions been made for 
those wounded who bled to death on the battlefield, or 
between the trip from the front to the base hospital, or 
who were so weakened by loss of blood or shock that 
they were unable to survive surgery once they arrived 
at a base hospital. In Barcelona, Dr. Duran Jorda had 
done great work in storing blood and organizing blood 
banks. But the main problem had not yet been tackled 
decisively. The problem was to provide transfusion 
directly at the front, as close to the battlefield as possible. 
Bethune was convinced it was feasible, and would result 
inasharp decrease in deaths among the wounded. He was 
therefore proposing the organization of a mobile blood 
transfusion unit that would gather blood from volun¬ 
teers in the cities, store it. make it available to casualty 
stations and field hospitals, and above all, provide 
transfusions at the front while fighting was in progress. 

For a long time Kisch sat back in his chair, staring at 
Bethune. “If you can do it,” he said at last, a new note 
of respect in his voice, “you will be making medical 
history.” 

* 

At the Socorro Rojo 7 Headquarters in Valencia, 
Bethune outlined his plans to the top officials who had to 
approve them on behalf of the government. They 

7 Socorro Rojo was a Spanish trade union relief organization which 
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listened to him carefully, among them two leading 
Spanish doctors, then looked at one another and finally 
gave their opinion: “Impractical.” 

They studied his figures again, wrestled with the 
uncomfortable statistics of men who might have been 
saved but had died from loss of blood or shock. 

One of the older Spanish doctors looked about at his 
colleagues, then at Bethune. “But as you say, ‘perhaps 
impossible, but necessary.’ And if necessary, then not 
impossible. And if not impossible, then it is made so be¬ 
cause it required somebody to say so.” 

They decided without having to make a decision. 
“How soon,” the old doctor asked, “can you get your 
plans into operation?” 

"As fast as it takes to get to Paris and London, and 
back again with the necessary equipment. And as soon, 
after that, as you can give me a place to work along 
with tedinicians, doctors, nurses.” 

An hour later Bethune sent a long cable to the Span¬ 
ish Aid Committee in Toronto. He outlined the situation 
at the front, his plans, the government’s approval, the 
methods he proposed to use, the technical innovations 
he intended to introduce. He ended the cable with an 
appeal for immediate action: 

Need a lot of apparatus, sterilizers, instruments in 
sets, microscopes, et cetera. Have many new ideas for 
improved apparatus. Am leaving with Sorenson for 
Paris and London to buy necessary equipment. Cable as 
much money as possible to committee representative in 
Paris. 

The next morning he set out for Paris with Sorensen 
without waiting for a reply. When he arrived he found 
ten thousand dollars had been cabled from the Canadian 
Committee with a message expressing approval of the 
project and promising him full financial support. 

functioned as the only effective medical service in Loyalist Spain until the 
newly organized Sanidad Militar took over its functions in spring, 1937 . 
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He made a quick tour of medical suppliers in Paris, 
established contacts for future supplies and moved on 
to London. 

After the battlefields of Spain, England was quiet, 
grim and gray. To newspapermen who flocked to inter¬ 
view him, he described the project he was preparing, 
declared his conviction that Spain would hold out. and 
labeled as “damnable,” English, French and American 
refusal to sell arms to Republican Spain. 

When he had completed his purchases he armed him¬ 
self with all the available literature, from every part of 
the world, on latest techniques of transfusion, locked 
himself in his hotel room and plunged into the story of 
blood, a story that had dazzled and tantalized men for 
more than two thousand years. 


25 

The story was everywhere: in the British museum, in 
the musty reference books, in a million hospital wards 
round the world, in the hazards hovering over every 
city street and modern machine, in the ills of civiliza¬ 
tion, in men’s despairing resistance to the seeming 
cruelty of death which equated them in the end to the 
lowest weeds of the sea. 

Bcthunc too had been caught up in it. He too had 
helped shape it —casually, in the days of his appren¬ 
ticeship in the operating theater; consciously, now he had 
apprenticed himself to the battlefield. 

From the days of antiquity men had written their 
history in blood before they had recorded it on tablets. 
They looked upon its mysteries with awe and fear. They 
endowed it with the same magic attributed to the 
elements that lashed and warmed them. Moving for¬ 
ward to the higher levels of civilization, they gazed 
backward upon the lower animals with superstitious 
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envy, dreaming sometimes that perhaps they might 
revitalize their failing organs with the blood of four- 
legged creatures. 

For thousands of years they knew nothing of the fluid 
that washed back and forth through their bodies, nothing 
of the channels it followed, of the life-giving substances 
it deposited in vital organs, like silt left on barren fields 
by the rivers of the earth. They knew only that in every 
breast there beat a rhythm, and in every wrist a pulse, 
and when the thickening fluid burst from its unknown 
labyrinth, the body returned to silence and decay. 

Through Stone Age, Bronze Age, the migrations of 
vast primitive hordes, the first civilizations of Asia, the 
first stirrings in Europe, the gestating centuries of the 
Dark Ages — through it all the ever more certain 
knowledge that to bleed meant death carried no novelty 
and little stimulus. Without reverence for life, few 
arms reached out to build barriers against death. Even 
the handful of Greek patricians, full of philosophy and 
love of the body’s external shapes, assigned to man the 
anatomy of the dog. In medieval Europe, when the 
sportive spirit and searchings of the Greeks became 
overlaid by dust, life was riotous for the few and a mere 
burden for the many. The people were serfs, chattels, 
tied to the land others owned; ignored, not even 
despised, by the rare minds stirring occasionally into 
thought. 

Men looked neither to the stars nor to the light once 
glowing in the past, nor to the future. The spur of ne¬ 
cessity had first to drive them forth beyond their own 
shores, to distant, forgotten places; to open the rest of 
the world; to seek the riches of the East; to navigate the 
seas; to find the earth round and not fiat; to spread 
trade; to map shorter routes to the Orient; to discover 
America. 

While Columbus, in 1492. sought out the secrets hid¬ 
den by an ocean, a doctor in Rome sought the secrets 
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hidden in the life stream. While Columbus’s sailors 
were sighting land, the doctor was transfusing blood 
from the veins of three young boys into the veins of old 
Pope Innocent VIII. History has recorded that Columbus 
fared the better of the two. Though he missed the Orient 
he discovered America, whereas the doctor killed both 
boys and pope. But from the discovery of America and 
the first attempted blood transfusion known, there would 
come together many streams of human effort that would 
some day be the heritage of Dr. Norman Bethune on the 
battlefields of Spain. 

To establish that heritage other seekers first had to 
brave prejudice, fear, punishment. Dissection of the 
body was forbidden; those who came to understand that 
the body had to be dissected if it was to be known, 
worked in secret, sometimes suffering imprisonment and 
exile. In 1613 William Harvey changed the course of 
medicine with his discovery of the circulation of the 
blood. Only now could the dream of the anonymous 
Roman doctor become a reality. To make it a reality 
many men worked and searched and experimented — 
and added to their reverence of life the possibility of 
preserving it. 

In England, half a century after Harvey’s discovery, 
Richard Lower transfused blood between two dogs by 
running quills from the cervical artery of one to the 
jugular vein of the other. In Paris, at the same time, 
Jean Baptiste Denis transfused the blood of a Iamb into 
the veins of a fifteen-year-old boy suffering from anemia 
and some unknown fever. When his patient recovered, 
French medical men were highly impressed and Denis 
continued to transfuse for many ailments. His very 
success, however, proved his undoing in the end. Noting 
that some patients fell into a state of shock after receiv¬ 
ing blood he decided to attempt the cure of a mental 
patient by transfusion. While the shock brought about 
by incompatible blood is different from that produced 
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by insulin injections or electric charges, Denis was 
anticipating a therapeutic approach for certain forms 
of mental illness by 250 years. But he was working in 
the dark, though working better than he knew. When 
some of his patients died, prejudice, fear and con¬ 
servatism rose up in righteous anger; all blood trans¬ 
fusions were banned in France and the ban spread to 
most of Europe. 

For almost 200 years medicine then turned away 
from the mystery it didn’t understand. Transfusions be¬ 
came the black market calling of quacks. Human blood 
was tampered with for every purpose, except the simple 
one of maintaining the body’s normal supply or over¬ 
coming the effects of hemorrhage, shock, burns. Re¬ 
spectable doctors bled their patients for everything 
from pimples to plague. Unprincipled frauds secretly 
prescribed transfusions for exactly the same ailments. 

I he orgy of black magic reached its solemn, stupid 
climax with the announcement of a German doctor that 
lie had discovered the secret of domestic bliss in the 
blood. Where there were difficulties between husband 
and wife, he declared, transfusion of the wife’s blood 
into the husband, and vice versa, would immediately 
end all discord. In the existing state of medical knowl¬ 
edge it would have ended husband and wife as well. 

The disrepute which held up further investigation was 
merely a rcllcction of the disrepute in which life itself 
was held. The French Revolution had to put a new 
emphasis on the dignity of life before the men of 
science could counterattack the obscurantists. On the 
barricades of 1792 the proclamation of Liberty, Equality, 
Fraternity changed the course of history. Henceforth 
the dead rot of feudalism was challenged. From America, 
the Continent had heard Thomas Paine’s bold talk of 
the rights of man. Modern industrial society, slowly 
germinating in the shadow of medievalism, burst the 
bonds of feudalism. As the new era emerged, unevenly. 
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in turmoil and bloodshed, but with the promise of a 
limitless future, it freed the scientist to cut a path be¬ 
fore the world-conquering capitalist. The serfs turned 
men were herded into the new factories, the miseries of 
industrial exploitation tarnished the bright slogan of 
Liberty, Equality, Fraternity, but science was let loose 
to probe all mysteries and a new generation of thinkers 
arose to denounce all exploitations. 

And so, three decades after the Frendi Revolution 
had lit up the way for the nineteenth century, an English 
doctor, James Blundell, returned to the field which had 
remained untouched for so long. He was guided by 
compassion and the new spirit that rejected the un¬ 
knowable. For years he had watdied women die in child¬ 
birth from hemorrhage. He rebelled at the fate which 
destroyed so many mothers in the very act of giving 
life. If it was from loss of blood that they died, he 
reasoned, why not defeat the hemorrhage by mechanical 
means? Why not give bade to the arterial system Harvey 
had already discovered an amount of blood equal to the 
amount lost during confinement? He pondered the 
problem and finally created a syringe with which he 
transferred blood from a healthy individual to a hem¬ 
orrhaging mother. Like other medical men, he knew 
nothing about blood itself, but his syringe worked. Some 
of the mothers died for reasons he couldn’t fathom, but 
some of them were saved. And those who were saved 
brought blood transfusions bade into the field of serious 
medicine. 

Other doctors took up where Blundell left off, failing 
often for reasons they couldn't understand, but saving 
lives nevertheless that would otherwise have been lost. 
And now there came onto the scene men who looked for 
answers in blood itself. Why did transfusion save some 
and kill others? How could blood be prevented from 
coagulating while being transfused? The Frenchman 
Landois studied and experimented and finally came up 
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with the startling discovery: something in one blood¬ 
stream could agglutinate and dissolve the cells of an¬ 
other bloodstream. But what? Though he was on the 
right track he missed the full truth. 

Then came another Englishman, Dr. Braxton Hides, 
working to defeat coagulation and finally coming close 
by adding sodium phosphate to blood to preserve it. It 
was close, but not close enough. 

Then came the “black period.” While medical men 
were still ignorant of the blood’s strange secrets, 
transfusions became a craze. They were given for 
boils and tuberculosis and everything in between, 
with the cure usually more devastating than the 
original disease. In despair, doctors sought a substitute 
for the life-giving discovery which led them on and in 
the end always baffled them: for blood they substituted 
salt solutions, which mimicked the blood until the body 
produced its own. Now there were no complications. 
Hemorrhages were relieved and post-operative shock 
was lightened. For fifty years blood transfusions were 
used only rarely, replaced almost entirely by trans¬ 
fusions of salt solutions. 

That might have been the end, but science and 
technique and the widening concern for human life 
refused to be stilled. Again there were men who rejected 
the unknowable, who kept studying, searching, ex¬ 
perimenting. until at last the secrets were secrets no 
longer. 

In 1902 the Viennese bacteriologist. Dr. Karl Land- 
steincr, emerged from his laboratory with the first 
answer. He had peered into the depths of human blood. 
He had found that like the oceans it also had its “flora 
and fauna.” It was. in fact, as if the timeless river run¬ 
ning through the veins of men had three tributaries, all 
flowing from the mother river but each with its own 
special flora and fauna. In his test tubes Landsteiner 
separated them, and then brought them together. And 
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when he brought them together he saw with startled 
eyes how one seemed to turn upon the other, to stir up 
a strange tempest, as if all the living things of the ocean 
were suddenly engaged in fearful combat. 

His discovery put the crown of success on Landois’s 
fail ure. There were certain protein substances, he 
showed, which typed blood in three categories, depend¬ 
ing on the manner in which they were present. He called 
the proteins isoagglutinins, and announced there were 
two such separate, distinct and hostile isoagglutinins. 
Individuals with one of the proteins in their blood were 
type A. Those with the second were type B. Those with a 
combination of both proteins were type AB. The cells 
of one type destroyed the cells of the other two; to mix 
them was to invite disaster and death. Only when a 
patient was transfused with blood from an individual 
with his own blood grouping could the transfusion be 
successful. Now the failures of three centuries were ex¬ 
plained! The basis was laid for the saving of untold 
lives. 

When Descastcllo and Sturli in Italy, following in 
Landstciner’s footsteps, announced the discovery of a 
fourth tributary, a blood type with none of Landstciner’s 
proteins in it, the incompatibilities of the blood were 
finally defeated. 7'hc fourth type O, or universal type, 
could be transfused safely to individuals of all types. 

Henceforth no one would need to die because of 
transfused blood of a different type. And yet victory 
was still incomplete. The mother river remained per¬ 
verse. It could flow through human veins from genera¬ 
tion to generation, from Neanderthal man to the pilot 
hurtling through the skies, renewing itself, mortal in 
the body of individual man, immortal in the bodies of 
the race. But exposed to air and light it was no longer 
a flowing river. It became like a stream cut off from its 
source. It thickened. It grew sluggish like mud and 
water. It coagulated. 


11 Allan/Gordon, The Scalpel 
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Now the risks of transfusing were almost gone, yet 
the act of transfusion itself remained a problem. In the 
very act of transfusion, blood often coagulated, the flow 
stopped, the patient died. And again the experiments 
started, the work in the laboratories went on unheralded, 
till at last still another answer was found, this time in 
America. 

In 1915 the mother river was kept flowing for the first 
time outside the body’s arterial system. Dr. Richard 
Lewisohn in New York and Professor L. Agote in 
Buenos Aires, working separately, added sodium citrate 
to some test tubes of blood and reported that the sodium 
kept it fluid longer than it had ever remained fluid by 
itself. 

From Lewisohn and Agote the surgeons took over, 
perfecting the tools of transfusion and devising simpler 
methods. A decade later the Russians, with their own 
special approach to tradition and pioneering, took over 
in turn, showing eventually that citrated blood could 
be stored in refrigeration for six weeks and still be used 
successfully. 

By 1936 the Russians had established the world’s 
most advanced system of blood banks. And by 1936 the 
first shots of the second world war had already been 
fired in Manchuria, Ethiopia had been swallowed up by 
fascism, and Spain was bleeding under the invaders’ 
bombs. 

The testing time had come — for those who had 
followed the mother river to its source, for those who 
had harnessed it to feed life, for those who would 
shortly cry out themselves under bombs like those 
wracking Spain. 

What now for the long, twisting, agonized story built 
on the ruins and hopes of so many men, over so many 
centuries, in so many lands? Now, for those still filled 
with the reverence for life, the story moved to Spain, 
to Dr. Duran Jorda of Barcelona, and to Dr. Norman 
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Bethune of Gravenhurst, London, Vienna, Berlin, 
Detroit, Saranac Lake, Montreal and Madrid. 

In Barcelona, Dr. Jorda 1 had set up a blood bank 
using the latest findings of the Russians and some of his 
own. He had developed a highly technical system of 
pooling, bottling and transfusing blood. Dr. Jorda’s 
blood-bank clinic was to achieve glory during the days 
when Catalonia itself became a fighting front, but at 
the time, in Madrid, where the fighting was fierce and 
decisive, there were no mobile blood banks. 

This was where Bethune stepped in. Perhaps the 
situation called for a man who was poet as well as 
doctor, soldier as well as student, painter as well as 
healer of the body, dreamer as well as scientist — a man, 
above all, filled with a vast affection for people, a vast 
hate for the disturbers of life and a vast belief in the 
future he and others could fashion. Here, it would 
some day be recorded, Norman Bethune took up where 
the explorers of the mother river had left off. 

What would they have said of him — the Roman 
doctor, Landois, Denis, Blundell, Landstciner? 

In his London hotel room, tracing the story to which 
they had given their minds and lives, he gave it no 
thought. He was too busy with such practical matters 
as containers, refrigerators, needles, syringes, anti¬ 
septics, station wagons, personnel. 

Others would come after him. The mother river itself 
would soon be broken down into serum and plasma, and 
yield still further secrets. But in the story without end 
he would be counted as among the first to offer his life 
for every life he salvaged from the terror engulfing 
Spain and the world. 

1 Dr. Jorda later became chief of the Blood Transfusion Service of the 
Spanish Republican Army. 


11 # 


163 



26 


On December (k at six o’clock in the morning, Bethune 
returned to Madrid with a station wagon loaded with 
medical instruments and supplies. With him were 
Sorensen and his latest recruit, Hazen Sise, a young 
Canadian who had run into Bethune in London and 
had volunteered to serve with the unit. 

In Madrid there was open jubilation. The fascists had 
thrown the most powerful attacks of the war against it 
from the south, but had been stopped. The city flexed 
its muscles like a young giant who has suddenly been 
faced with a staggering test of strength and emerged a 
little dazzled by his unsuspected stamina. Now the 
military command could pass from exhortation to a 
calm appraisal of the city’s clear ability to hold out. It 
would be a long time till Franco’s officers lunched in 
Madrid. 

The Socorro Rojo had not been idle. In preparation 
for one of the most novel medical projects in military 
history the Spanish authorities had selected special 
quarters for the blood transfusion unit. Within a few 
days Bethune, Sorensen and Sise moved into a palatial 
eleven-room apartment formerly occupied by the Ger¬ 
man Embassy s legal counsel. It was situated on Principe 
de Vergara, a wide boulevard lined with trees in one of 
Madrid’s wealthiest residential sections. “Here,” a 
Socorro official said wryly, “you will not be disturbed 
by the bombs, franco is careful with the property of the 
rich.” 

Three of the rooms were to be used by the Canadians 
as living quarters. The rest were to be used as labo¬ 
ratories, refrigerator rooms for storaging of blood, 
reception and transfusion rooms. Two young Spanish 
doctors were assigned to Bethune as assistants, along 
with two laboratory technicians, three nurses, a cook 
and housekeeper, a clerk and a doorman. 
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In a state of mounting- excitement the laboratory was 
set up, two refrigeration units assembled, and the trans¬ 
fusion equipment moved in. The unit was to function 
along a 400-mile front. Bethune and the two Spanish 
doctors were each to be in charge of a separate sector of 
the front. As comandante of the unit, with the rank of 
colonel of the Republican Army, Bethune was directly 
responsible to the Army for the entire project. Sorensen 
was named liaison officer, and Sise was to be in charge 
of transportation. From the moment the service began 
it would never stop — part of the unit would be on duty 
every moment of the day or night, ready to rush blood 
to any section of the front the moment a signal was 
received from military headquarters that fighting was 
in progress. 

Once everything had been installed on Principe de 
Vergara, small refrigeration units were distributed to 
the hospitals and field stations on the three sectors 
for the storing of blood in between emergencies. 

Now everything was ready. Returning from a last 
check-up of arrangements at the front. Bethune called 
the members of the unit and Socorro Rojo officials into 
session. 

“Our glorified milk delivery system.” he reported, 
“has been set up — to the last detail. We’re ready to 
start ‘delivering.’ There’s only one thing we need. The 
‘milk.’ Without that we might all just as well go home.” 
He turned inquiringly to a Socorro representative. 

The Spaniard nodded confidently. ‘‘We shall see that 
you have all the blood donors you need.” 

“The need for donors will continue as long as the unit 
is operated. To have a sufficient store of blood on hand 
to meet all emergencies, donors will have to come 
forward every day.” 

The Spaniard looked baffled, as if he failed to under¬ 
stand why the matter had to be discussed. ‘‘You shall 
have the donors,” he said simply. 
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For three days an appeal went out to the people of 
Madrid through press and radio. Blood was needed for 
the men at the front! 

On the third night Bethune sat listening to the radio 
announcement, then wandered through the laboratory 
with its gleaming equipment, the refrigeration room 
with the waiting bottles, the transfusion room with its 
three beds for donors. Everything was in order, but he 
felt a sudden stab of uncertainty. Suppose the morning 
came and only a few stragglers turned up? It was easy 
to buy equipment, to make grandiose plans, to assume 
titles — it would all be worthless without blood, and that 
was something you couldn’t buy in Paris and London. 
Was there a home in Madrid without hunger, without 
its casualties, without its men at the front? With their 
own bodies the men and women of Madrid had fash¬ 
ioned an impenetrable shield about their city. What 
more could one ask of them? The women who built 
fortifications and lived on beans; the men who worked 
all day and slept “with one eye open” at night —had 
they not been bled and starved themselves? It occurred 
to him he might have overlooked the chief element in 
the project: the human element, the imponderables that 
rose up to confront every surgeon as the body lay re¬ 
vealed under the knife. And how many imponderables 
there were here, he reflected, looking out of the window 
at the darkened street. One air raid tonight, and in the 
morning all Madrid would be haggard and sleepless. 
Keep a man sleepless long enough, and his brain would 
become as soppy as a sponge. 

He awakened Sise in a fit of restlessness. “I was just 
wondering about tomorrow,” he said. “Do you think 
they’ll show up? It’s all fine on paper, but without 
enough donors —” 

Sise yawned sleepily in the dark. “That Socorro chap 
seemed to think there’d be no problem.” 

“Yes. . . . Still. . . .” Bethune prowled about the room. 

166 




“Yes ... he should know. Well, good night, we’ll 
need plenty of sleep by morning. We’ll know soon 
enough.” 

It seemed to him he had hardly gone to bed before 
someone was calling him. 

“Dr. Bethune .. . comandante. . ..” Dr. Lopez , 1 one 
of the Spanish doctors, beckoned him onto the terrace 
off the study, pointing silently to the spectacle below. 

Over two thousand people filled the street, with more 
arriving every minute. They stood close together, from 
sidewalk to sidewalk, eyes fixed on the Institute. There 
were men and women, young and old, gaunt and portly, 
civilians and soldiers, poorly clad workers and well- 
dressed housewives. They were waiting patiently, si¬ 
lently, without laughter. 

As the two doctors stood on the balcony the people in 
the street nudged one another expectantly. Bethune 
gazed at the upturned faces for a moment, then went 
inside. His face betrayed nothing of the turmoil he felt, 
he issued quick orders, the doors were opened, and the 
first donors filed in. 

All morning and far into the afternoon they worked, 
registering, taking malaria and syphilis tests, checking 
blood counts, filling the liter bottles — and still the 
donors came. A militia detachment had to be called out 
to keep traffic moving outside. From the Socorro Rojo 
extra clerks were sent to help. And finally there were 
no more bottles and even the kitchen refrigerator had 
been emptied for makeshift storage space. 

From the balcony Dr. Lopez announced that no more 
donors could be taken till the next day. But the men and 
women who had waited for hours cried out in protest 
and disappointment. 

"Manana?" 

"Hombre! Porque?" 

Shouting above the din, Lopez tried to explain that 

1 This is * pseudonym. 
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there were no more containers for their blood, and no 
more space to store it. But the protests continued. 

“Hombre ... camarada ... por favor ... ahoral You 
must take the blood now! Our men need it now!” 

With a harassed look Lopez turned to Bethune. 
“What shall we do? They will not leave!” 

Bethune leaned over the balcony railing to look at 
the shouting crowd below. Turning bade to the Spaniard, 
his face lit up with pride, he said: “If they won’t leave, 
then we’ll stay open. We’ll admit them all. Let the 
clerks register them, take their names and addresses. 
We’ll make as many blood tests as we can today, and 
explain to all of them that we shall be calling them back 
within a few days. . . .” 

Ten days later, on December 23, the first transfusions 
from stored blood delivered by the mobile Spanish- 
Canadian blood unit were given in University City. 

The following day Bethune sent a cable to the Span¬ 
ish Aid Committee in Toronto: 

Institute launched. Magnificent response from people 
of Madrid. I irst test transfusions at front carried out 
last night with complete success. Greetings from all. 
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The war was like a flood: blocked at one point, it 
broke out at another. 

In November it had swirled round Madrid; now, in 
the new year, it threatened to engulf the south. 

Franco had thrown everything into the assault against 
Madrid — and failed. A stalemate now w r ould have 
gained the Loyalists time to strengthen their defenses- 
and the fascists, a moral defeat. To surround Loyalist 
Spain, to cut it off from the rest of the world, to 
reassure Rome and Berlin — that was now viewed at 


Burgos as a prime necessity. By the end of January 
massed German. Italian, and Moorish troops, deployed 
in the south after the stalemate at Madrid, began heavy 
attacks northward. Their strategic aim was occupation 
of the coast and a flanking movement against the Loyal¬ 
ists. Standing in their way were Malaga, Motril, Almeria, 
a string of sun-baked towns, and the poorly equipped 
troops of the Republic. If successful, the drive could 
sweep along the coast to Cartagena, Murcia, Valencia 
and perhaps, eventually, even into Catalonia. For 
Franco it would be a resounding victory; for the Re¬ 
public, disaster. 

At the Blood Institute on Principe dc Vergara 
Bethune tapped veins, kept up his relays to the front, 
followed the government communiques, and studied the 
map of Spain. It was clear that a new phase of the war 
was opening, and therefore a new phase in the work of 
the Institute. In November and December, Franco had 
made Madrid the hub of the war, and the Republic’s 
defensive effort had pushed out of the city like the 
spokes of a wheel. One of these spokes had been the 
Institute. Now, with the blood transfusion system work¬ 
ing efficiently on fronts covering 1000 kilometers, and 
with the new fascist attack gaining momentum in the 
South, Bethune drafted plans to extend the work of the 
Institute, it was a war of blood and iron, and blood had 
to follow the fighting. 

He laid his plans before the Socorro Rojo and his 
colleagues at the end of January. The decisive tiling now, 
he contended, was to extend operations to the areas and 
fronts directly in the path of the latest fascist attack. His 
proposals received immediate endorsement. On Febru¬ 
ary 4, accompanied by Sise, he left the Institute in 
charge of Dr. Lopez and Sorensen and set out for 
Malaga. They traveled in a new truck fitted out with 
special refrigerators, stored blood, and transfusion 
equipment Their last news on the situation in the south 
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came from an English correspondent who had just arrived 
from Malaga. “You’re going to have your work cut out 
for you,” he said. “It was the hottest spot in all Spain 
when I got out a few days ago, and I don’t mean the 
weather.” 

As they drove along the highway to the coast Bethune 
made notes on the work ahead of them. “On the way 
down from Valencia we’ll make preliminary inquiries 
at all the hospitals. We’ll find out their blood needs, 
plan deliveries and establish the number of casualty 
stations they can service. That means we’ll have to get 
more drivers, more doctors, more technicians and blood 
donors in each area.” It would also mean that the In¬ 
stitute, from the great arc around Madrid, would be 
servicing the fronts all the way south to within a few 
miles of Gibraltar. When they arrived at Valencia on 
February 6, the news at Socorro Rojo headquarters was 
somber. The situation in the south, an official said, was 
“fluid.” It was suggested that the trip down the coast 
now would be too risky. There was no telling how the 
fighting might go, and it might be more prudent to 
establish the subsidiary blood bank in Valencia itself. 
Bethune agreed that it might be more “prudent,” but 
they left the next morning nevertheless, joined by a 
young Englishman, Thomas Worsley, who was to be a 
relief driver. 

For three days, in an atmosphere of increasing un¬ 
certainty. they followed the coastline, feeling the tension 
growing in every town along their route. On February 10 
they reached Almerfa and heard the worst: Malaga had 
fallen. “You can go no further,” a spokesman at the 
Governor’s office said. “There is nowhere for you to go. 
We don’t know where our troops are. There will be 
nothing . . .” 

“But wounded,” Bethune said. “There will be plenty 
of wounded.” 

“Chaos! Where will you find the wounded? The 


fascists are in Malaga and advancing north — that’s all 
we know. Perhaps you can do something here?” 

‘‘Our instructions are to take blood and transfusion 
equipment to the furthest front in the south,” Bcthune 
replied tersely. 

They drove through the town silently, viewing the 
small port below. An old destroyer ready for scrapping 
lay in port. From a villa overlooking the sea there flut¬ 
tered a Union Jack. 

Under the palm trees gracing the port Sise stopped 
the lorry. “Well,” he inquired, ‘‘what do we do now?” 

“Exactly what we set out to do.” Bethunc pointed to 
a marker at the side of the road: 169 kilometers. The 
markers ran northward from Malaga. That meant they 
were one hundred and sixty-nine kilometers from the 
fascists — from the front. 
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Bethune himself recorded the events that took place 
after they left Almeria: 

We spent one hour in Almeria: long enough to look 
for a meal that was unobtainable. The little seaport had 
been bombed from the air and blockaded from the sea. 
One could sense the hunger in the streets. A street- 
urchin led us to a little bar, but it was completely filled 
with militiamen, all of them eating the same steaming, 
soupy mixture. Ragged youngsters roved among the 
tables, pouncing on the leavings. At a hotel in the center 
of the town the proprietor apologetically served the 
one-course, standard fare: beans. When we started out 
again the streets were filling with people. The news about 
Malaga was spreading. 

Men stood about in groups, debating: was it wise to 
stay? Was it possible the fascists could come this far? 
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Sise drove by the port and into the hills. From here 
to Malaga there was only one road. From Almeria it 
followed the jagged line of the coast. It circled round 
steep curves, banked on the right by gray cliffs, over¬ 
looking the sea on the left. Behind us Almeria was cut off 
from view; below us the Mediterranean tossed its 
breakers against the rocks. 

Ten miles out of Almeria my reveries were inter¬ 
rupted by a strange procession. I peered through the 
windshield wonderingly. Peasants? Yes, plodding along 
with the ever-present donkey. Yet as they drew closer 
they were no longer merely peasants. 

Coming towards us we saw a man leading a donkey 
by a string, dragging his feet, his head hanging, a child 
tied onto his back with a shawl. The donkey was heaped 
high with a mattress, pots and pans, a pair of boots, 
blankets, a water jug. A boy hung onto the donkey’s tail. 
Behind h im came a woman with an infant in her arms, 
and behind her an old man hobbling with a stick, drag¬ 
ging another child by the hand. 

The refugees passed the car without seeming to 
notice it. They plodded along wearily, their feet scuffing 
the hard road, their shoulders drooping as if to pull 
them forward, their mouths hanging open, their eyes 
rolling upwards in the unconscious symptom of com¬ 
plete exhaustion. 

Further down the road another group was filing 
round the bend. They were like mourners following a 
hearse. The men staggered under their wide hats, the 
women trailed haltingly in their traditional dark cotton 
cloaks, the children wore only short pants or shifts, their 
half-naked bodies hot in the sun. 

The second group stumbled by us and I felt a jab of 
pity, anger, impatience. We drove on. and around every 
bend there were more refugees. At first they came on in 
scattered groups, then at more frequent intervals — a 


hundred yards apart, fifty yards, then following on each 
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other’s heels: a thin line flowing without break along 
the side of the road, with the hot sun above and the sea 
below. 

There were families walking together, carrying a few 
trivial possessions; men and women who seemed 'to be 
alone, moving without choice at the pace set by the 
others; children with tired, bewildered faces, passing 
from hand to hand. They seemed to have sprung from 
the ground; they were like shadows moving from 
nowhere to nowhere. Between the noise of the sea and the 
echoing cliffs the only sound they made was the scuffing 
of sandals on stone, the hiss of labored breathing, the 
moaning that burst from cracked lips and travelled 
along the wavering line till it expired in the distance. 

They were of all ages, but their faces were drawn 
with the same weariness. They flowed past our truck 
without expression; a young girl, hardly sixteen, strad¬ 
dling a donkey, her head drooping over an infant at her 
breast; a grandmother, her old face half-hidden in her 
dark shawl, dragging along between two men; a 
patriarch,shrivelled down to skin and bone, his bare feet 
dripping blood on the road; a young man with a pile of 
bedding strapped to his shoulders, the leather thongs 
cutting into his llesh with every step; a woman holding 
her stomach, her eyes wide and fearful — a silent, hag¬ 
gard,’tortured flood of men and animals, the animals 
bellowing in complaint like humans, the humans as 
uncomplaining as animals. 

Sise stopped the car. I got out and stood in the center 
of the road. Where were they from? Where were they 
going? What had happened? They looked at me slowly, 
sideways. They had no strength to go on, but feared to 
linger. The fascists were behind them, they said. 
Malaga? Yes, they were from Malaga, and Malaga had 
fallen. Malaga! Nada mas! Where were they going? 
Wherever the road led. There was no other road. The 
fascists had come to Malaga, the guns had roared, the 
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houses had crumbled, the city had been gored and 
everyone able to walk had taken to the roads. Turn 
about, they advised; there was nothing left... nothing 
behind them but more people on the road, and behind 
them again, the fascists. 

I came back to the truck. Hazen had his camera ready. 
I watched grimly while he took pictures from the road¬ 
side and the top of the truck. I thought of Malaga; a 
stunning defeat! How had it happened? But it was no 
use thinking about that now. What mattered was that 
somewhere this side of the captured city Loyalist lines, 
surely, would be reforming. Somewhere there would 
be new defences, more bitterly contested now. Some¬ 
where down the road there would be fighting, rear¬ 
guard actions at the very least, wounded, dying, need¬ 
ing the blood we had brought from Madrid. 

We drove more quickly now and as the road banked 
steeply the line of refugees grew wider. Then there was 
a sharp turn away from the sea, a slow climb, and sud¬ 
denly we breasted a hill falling away to a long, level 
plain. Sise rammed his foot on the brake with a sur¬ 
prised grunt. The truck jolted to a stop against a shud¬ 
dering wall of refugees and animals. They filled the 
entire road. Women screamed, donkeys reared, faces 
pressed in tipnn us. and as quickly as we had reached the 
hill top, the wall of refugees reformed to move around 
the truck. 

But it was the scene below that held us speechless. 

The plain stretched into the distance as far as the eye 
could see, and across the plain, where the road should 
have been, there wriggled twenty miles of human 
beings, like a giant caterpillar, its many limbs raising a 
cloud of dust, moving slowly, ponderously, stretching 
from beyond the horizon, across the arid, flat country 
and up into the foothills. 

I hoisted myself onto the running board, shielding 
my eyes to look down onto the plain. Nowhere was the 
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road visible. It was blotted out by the refugees, thousands 
upon thousands of them, pressed together, falling against 
each other, like bees swarming in a hive, and like bees 
filling the plain with the hum of voices, cries, wailings, 
the grotesque noises of the animals. 

We began to descend slowly, Sise sounding his horn 
without stop. On the running board I tried to wave the 
refugees aside. They paid no attention to my shouts or 
the sound of the horn; they merely flowed around the 
car with downcast eyes, bumping against its sides and 
then spreading across the road behind it again. 

If they were from Malaga they had been walking at 
least five days and five nights. Was it possible? That 
old woman with the open ulcers on her legs — could she 
have survived five days and five nights on the open 
road? Yet here she was, her cloak trailing in the dust, 
stvallowed up now behind the truck. And the children . . . 
of all ages, most of them barefoot — could they too have 
survived? Too many children! One quick glance along 
the road immediately ahead gave one a sickening 
wrench. Five squirming miles of people, and among 
them thousands of children! 

We drove past stragglers, families resting by the 
roadside, men and women huddled together, sleeping 
on the bare earth; through wretched villages emptied 
by the general retreat; alongside bomb-pits and burnt- 
out peasants’ hovels. Then the plodding mass changed 
imperceptibly, like a spring suddenly filled with mud. 
I swore under my breath: militiamen! At first there 
were only a few, lost among the refugees, but a mile 
further they came on in hundreds, then in thousands. 
Their uniforms were torn, their weapons gone, their 
faces covered with stubble, their eyes hollow with 
defeat. What were they doing among the refugees? 
Political irrcsponsibles? Deserters? I had no time to 
wonder, for behind the militiamen came lines of cavalry. 
Horses and riders were spent. Some of the cavalrymen 
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slouched along with their boots slung about their necks, 
leading their mounts, women or children clinging to the 
saddle. They were no longer cavalry; they were refugees 
like the rest, silent, grim, in flight. 

... The Spanish sun was as merciless as the fascists 
that day. The heat became a tangible, hated enemy. The 
road swerved back to the sea, and we heard the sound 
of the surf on the rocky coast again, rumbling like a 
distant drum beneath the soiinds of the exodus. 

Now there were more signs of panic, hurry, disorder. 
We had to manoeuvre around broken-down carts and 
abandoned trucks. Dying burros had been pushed onto 
the beaches below, where people lay stretched in ex¬ 
haustion, their swollen tongues hanging from puckered 
mouths. More children, more militiamen, more deserted 
villages. Stopped momentarily by an obstruction on the 
road, we were engulfed by shouted pleas, hands reach¬ 
ing out towards us, people begging for water, for 
transport to Almeria. I threw my water canisters out of 
the window and wc pushed ahead. 

We passed an empty bus with a militiaman at the 
wheel. As we passed, the militiaman stuck his head out 

of the bus. waving his hands and shouting. “Petrol_" 

Sise shook his head and cried back. “.*1/ (rente!" Behind 
the bus a little girl crouched beside the road, all alone, 
howling with her thumb in her mouth. Out of the line of 
refugees I saw a militiaman’s hand reach out and hoist 
her on his back. Beside the militiaman a peasant was 
carrying a woman over his shoulder, like a sack of 
potatoes. 

The coast fell away again and we drove between fields 
of sugar-cane. 1 he heads of the sugar-cane swayed gently 
in the breeze. Green leaves drifted across the road and 
under the bare feet. Beside another stalled bus a group 
of militiamen waved at us to turn back. Through the 
window we shouted the refrain. “Al (rente!" 

Wc came out on the coastline again just as the sun 
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mercifully began to set. The sky glowed, long tongues 
of flame trembled in the Mediterranean, then it was 
suddenly dark. We sensed the quickened pace of the 
refugees about us. Sise switched on the headlights. 
Immediately we heard angry cries: "Luz — lights!” In 
the besieged cities children were growing up, unaware 
that man had long ago conquered the darkness, and 
here too, on the pleasant coast that had once drawn 
ecstatic tourists, lights were a menace and only the black 
night held safety. 

Without headlights it was almost impossible to drive. 
We sounded the horn, we shouted, but it was no good. 
In an hour we moved a short distance, then we moved 
no further. We sat in the lorry cabin, thinking, then a 
group of militiamen came up, harassed, but with some 
semblance of discipline. They asked for our documents, 
examined them carefully, saluted, and reported the 
situation behind them. The fascists were coming east¬ 
wards swiftly, they said. The next town was Motril, and 
it was already in enemy hands or would be soon. There 
was no front; no stand was being made anywhere this 
side of Almeria. It was more than a rout — it was 
a collapse, with the southern coastal region falling 
like a ripe plum into the hands of Franco’s foreign 
troops. 

The door of the lorry flew open. In the darkness a 
man held it with his shoulder, his wide eyes fixed on 
me, a five-year-old child in his arms. He held out the 
child, emaciated, shivering with fever, and began to talk 
quickly, the words spilling from his mouth, hoarsely at 
first, then his voice rising till it was like the wail of a 
desolate flamenco. I needed no translation; the words 
were universal; they would have been understood in 
any language: "Mi cliico — muy malo. . . . My child is 
very ill. . . . He will die before I carry him to Almeria. 
... I will stay behind. ... I ask only for him. . . . Take 
him — leave him wherever there is a hospital.... Tell 
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them that I will follow.... Tell them this one is Juan 
Bias and that I will come soon to find him.” 

I took the child and laid him gently on the seat. The 
Spaniard seized my hand convulsively and made the 
sign of the cross over me. I needed more than Spanish 
to speak my heart to this stranger, to the faces coming 
out of the tumult and the night, the faces gathering 
about me, twitching with fear, to the arms reaching out 
like a wavering, stricken forest, to the voices beseeching 
me. 

"Camarada . .. por favor.. . save us,” they cried, 
and I understood their pleas without understanding the 
words. 

‘‘Take our women and children . . . the fascists will 
be upon us soon. .. 

‘‘Have pity, camarada, save us, for the love of 
God. . . .” 

‘‘Let us go with you in your vehicle, we can walk no 
further. . . .” 

“ Camarada , los ninos — the children. . . .” 

I hoisted myself onto the running board. They sur¬ 
rounded me, plucking at my clothes. The bitter thought 
burned in my mind: Where are they tonight, the ap¬ 
pointed ministers to the Christian God, bearers on earth 
of His love and salvation — where are they, that they 
hear nothing of those who cry out to their Lord? Into 
what dark cave has the love of man been hounded? 
Where the mercy and the conscience of a world going 
its sickly way? 

Words — bah! Everywhere a deluge of fat words, and 
under the deluge, here on the Malaga road, the lost and 
the damned. If only I had a thousand pairs of hands, and 
in each hand a thousand deadly guns, and for each gun 
a thousand bullets, and each bullet marked for an 
assigned child-killer — then I would know how to speak! 
From every gun in every hand I would speak death for 
the corrupted breed, and with a voice like Gabriel’s 
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trumpet I would roar at the ears of the slumbering 
world, drowning the fools and liars still spreading 
their clamorous deceit abroad. With a voice like Ga¬ 
briel’s trumpet I would awaken the indifferent millions 
beyond Spain’s invaded borders: “Your hands are 
polluted with innocent blood, all you who sleep peace¬ 
fully tonight! Your cities are Sodom and Gomorrah if 
you care nothing for the shame on Malaga road 
tonight! Your children will wander in their own wil¬ 
derness of death and terror, all you who hear the 
anguish of Spain and stay silent tonight!” 

I bent down to peer at Sise across the shivering body 
of the child. “They’re right,” I said. “It’s senseless now 
to go further. There's only one thing we can do - get 
as many of these people to Almeria as we can manage. 
We’ll unload everything in the back to make room, 
and send the stuff along with the first ambulance that 
comes by. We ll take children only. . . .” 

We turned the truck about on the narrow road, un¬ 
loaded the equipment and stores of blood, and when we 
were finished I opened the back doors of the van. A 
thrill of excitement ran through the refugees, all of 
them waiting but none daring to hope. I inspected the 
van, calculated the number of people it would accom¬ 
modate, and jumped to the ground. “Solamcntc niiios! 

I announced, but the words were lost in the hubbub and 
I was thrown back by the sudden surge of bodies. The 
doors to safety had opened, and to every refugee it 
seemed rescue was a matter of now or never. As I fell 
back under their frantic charge. I flung my arms across 
the open doors. “Children only! I shouted furiously, 
holding them off. "Ninos! Children only!” Sise came 
plunging to my side to help. 

“How will we manage it?” Sise panted, pushing 
against the milling crowd. “They 11 go mad — those left 
behind!” 

n* 
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“No adults,” I felt my voice harsh against the plead¬ 
ing and weeping. “There’s nothing we can do except fill 
up with children. I’ll pass them to you - let nobody else 
in even if you have to do it by force.” 

Slowly, methodically, I fought my way into the 
hysterical ranks of the refugees, shouting, “ Ninos / — 
Solamcnte nihos!” It seemed gruesome now to decide 
who would go and who would stay, more terrible even 
than to be a helpless onlooker. “You,” I called, pointing 
over the heads at a woman holding a baby about her 
neck. We 11 take your child!” Willing hands pushed her 
towards me. Soon I reached her, standing close in the 
press of bodies. “We’ll take the child,” I repeated, but 
the mother merely looked up at me with great, dark, 
sunken eyes and held the chi Id tighter. Perhaps she 
didn t understand? I put out my arms, but still she made 
no move, looking up at me without expression, and I 
saw that the child was too young to be separated from 
the mother. I felt a stab of uncertainty. It was easy to 
say, Children only, but this woman’s dark, sunken 
eyes replied: Take my child alone, and you kill us 
be th. I put my arms about her, opened a way for her 
to the truck and into Hazen’s waiting arms. “Both of 
them, I said and pushed into the crowd again. 

Back and forth I went, ordering, trying to soothe the 
women, selecting the youngest, grimly turning adults 
away, carrying the children in my arms. And as I filled 
the truck the anguished voices pursued me. I heard men 
and women calling for families lost somewhere in the 
night. Mothers whose children were in the truck stood 
nearby and whispered encouragement. Men who 
watched silently, their hopes sinking as the truck filled 
up, went off into the fields to throw themselves on the 
ground. “Who am I to decide their fate?” I asked 
myself. 

“How many more?” I called to Sise. 

“Two more-with a tight squeeze.” 
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I felt a touch on my arm. I looked over my shoulder 
and saw an old face, a stooped back, tears, and the un¬ 
spoken inquiry glimmering through the tears. I looked 
at the old man, waiting for my wind to come back, then 
slowly shook my head. “Your face will haunt my 
dreams, friend,” I thought, but I put aside the hand at 
my sleeve — an old man’s hand at my sleeve like the 
hand of a child. 

Two more to go — and there was a sudden silence as 
the truth dawned on the waiting refugees with a blind¬ 
ing vision: this was the silence that filled the prison 
courtyard as the hangman fitted the noose about his vic¬ 
tim’s neck and the spectators braced themselves for the 
last unbelievable act. But here there were no spectators. 
Here all were victims, all felt the noose tightening 
about their own necks. 

I passed a woman of fifty, old before her time, but 
still too young for death. She could hardly stand erect. 
Her legs were gigantic, the varicose veins visible in the 
darkness, knotted like swollen thongs of torture, blood 
seeping into the cuffs of her linen sandals. I came back 
to her. What if this were my own mother — how would 
I decide? I stood before her, touching her bony shoulder. 
My own mother? But if not my own, then someone clse’s — 
a mother of Spain, and therefore my own. I steadied her 
swaying shoulders, but she looked calmly away, as if 
she had nothing to ask. 

I took the last child for the last precious space - 
plucking it from the arms of a woman who held it, 
screaming, then screaming gave it up as if it was issuing 
once more, in blood and pain, from her very womb. I 
carried the child, a little girl, through the silent crowd 
to the truck. Suddenly a woman pushed in front of me, 
seized the door-jambs and clambered into the truck. I 
caught her ankle in mid-air and swore, but she shook 
free and turned about in the confined space to face me. 
“Get out!” I ordered, holding the child towards her. 
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“It’s you or the child! Do you understand? Will you 
take the place of the child?” 

The woman was young. Her long blade hair fell about 
her pale face. She looked at me with hunted eyes, then 
flung open her cloak and raised her cotton shift high. Her 
belly was distended with child. 

For a moment we looked at each other, I with the 
child in my arms, she with the child in her womb. She 
pressed herself down on the tiny space of flooring at her 
feet, her great stomach between her knees, smiled at me 
and held out her arms. With her eyes and her arms and 
her smile she seemed to be saying: “See, I will take the 
child, and it will be as if I am not here, as if I am taking 
nobody’s place.” She placed the girl on her knees : pillow¬ 
ing the little head on her shoulders. 

Now it was done. Forty children and two women were 
jammed together in the truck and the front cab. Half 
of them sat on the floor, for the remainder there was 
only space to stand. For better or worse, it was done. 

I banged the doors shut and ordered Sise to take them 
directly to the hospital in Almeria and to stop for noth¬ 
ing and nobody. If he could pick up a few armed 
militiamen to ride the running boards and keep others 
off, all the better. He was to make sure they got food 
and medical attention, then report to the governor’s 
office, inform the governor of the situation, and tell him 
he must send transport at once or there would be more 
dead from hunger and exhaustion than from enemy 
action. Then he was to get the tank filled with gas and 
come back for another load. He turned, walked to the 
cab without looking back, climbed in, and started the 
motor. . . - 1 

The truck was gone, the women wept for their de¬ 
parted children, for the children left behind, the men 
hoisted the packs to their backs, they moved forward 

1 The Englishman, Horsley, remained with Bethune that first night. 
Later he drove the truck alone, or helped Sise. Other references to Vorslcy 
appear in sections of the journal which we have omitted for lads of space. 
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again, the thought of the enemy like a hot wind on their 
necks. 

At the side of the road I found the old woman with 
the bleeding legs. She was sitting on the ground, her 
head on her knees. She looked up. the same calm resigna¬ 
tion on her gaunt face. I took a tube and bandage from 
my kit and bandaged her feet. ‘ Come, I said, it s a 
lcng way to Almeria. We ll walk a while, till it s safe 
for you to rest.” She understood nothing of what I said, 
but she gave me her hands. I raised her gently, talking 
to her in the strange language she had never heard 
before. 

Together we joined the other refugees on the road, 
her head resting on my shoulder. Together, with the 
others falling in behind, we began the trek to 
Almeria. . . . 

. . . Carried along by the stream of refugees I peered 
at the illuminated dial of my wristwatch. Was it only 
midnight? Had I been walking only four hours? Four 
hours that seemed like an eternity, yet the others had 

been walking at least four days! 

I had left the old woman two hours ago when she could 
go no further, after making a bed of earth for her in 
an open field, among the many others who owned noth¬ 
ing now but a bed of earth. Perhaps, I thought, a stray 
ambulance would pick her up; perhaps, on the other 
hand, the fascists would reach her first. 

I had used my last bandage, administered my last 
pill, given away my last chocolate bar, smoked my last 
cigarette, and thrown away my empty kit. I had only 
my bare hands now, and my impatience for Hazen’s 
return. And then - what? Then it would be like trying 

to drain the ocean with a thimble. 

. .. There was a commotion on the road. I made out 
our truck, crawling along with dimmed headlights. Sise 
jumped out, his face haggard but elated. .. . 
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Back and forth we shuttled, for four days and four 
nights, working furiously to evacuate the remnants of a 
whole city. For 48 hours Sise stayed behind the wheel 
while I stayed on the road, assembling the next group 
to be transported. We grew white-faced with lack of 
sleep. We lost track of time. We lived with the heart¬ 
break of those left behind, and the weary joy of those 
brought to safety. We worked with the knowledge that 
every trip might be the last, with the fear that the 
evacuees furthest from the city would be swept up by 
the fascists. 

On every trip to Almeri'a, Sise stopped at the governor’s 
office to clamor for trucks, carts, for anything moveable 
to speed the evacuation. But there was nothing left on 
wheels in the city. 

On the second day I decided it was no longer possible 
to take children only: the sight of parents separated 
from their children became too ghastly to bear. We 
began to move whole families, giving preference to those 
with children. On the second day we tasted too what the 
others had tasted for five days — hunger. There was no 
food to be gotten anywhere in Almeri'a. 

Then, as if to mock our hunger, a man appeared on 
the road from nowhere, pushing a cart of oranges and 
shouting his wares in a stentorian voice. In the midst 
of war, flight, death, an ordinary, prosaic street-hawker! 

I bought the whole cart of oranges, keeping one for 
myself and distributing the others. 

Thus it went, for four days and nights. By day we 
worked in clouds of dust, under a hot sun that blistered 
the skin, our eyes red-rimmed, our bellies rumbling. At 
night the cold grew unendurable, so that we longed for 
the tormenting heat once more. 

A great silence settled over the refugees. The starving 
lay in the fields, gripped by torpor, stirring themselves 
only to nibble at fugitive weeds. The thirsty sat on the 
rocks, trembling, or staggered about aimlessly, the wild 
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glassy stare of delusion in their eyes. The dead lay in¬ 
discriminately among the sick, looking unblinkingly 
into the sun. Then the planes swept overhead — glint¬ 
ing, silvery Italian fighters and squadrons of German 
Heinkels. They dived toward the road, as casually as 
at target-practice, their machine guns weaving intricate 
geometric patterns about the fleeing refugees. . . . 

Again I saw the truck return. We piled in as many as 
we could. This time I got in as well, a child on my lap, 
moaning, looking at me with hot, feverish eyes. Prob¬ 
ably meningitis. After a while he no longer seemed to 
be in pain. A bad sign. I hoped we would get him to 
Almeria in time. He was about seven or eight. 

I dozed, then awoke to find the truck rolling slowly 
downgrade. This looked like the last mile. But what a 
mile! From the Sierras into the city tens of thousands of 
refugees were fanned out like a funnel with a giant 
spout and a narrow, twisting stem. They swarmed over 
the hills, the road, the beaches below, some wading into 
the sea to get to the city sooner. 

Where the highway entered the city the truck could 
move only as the jam-packed bodies moved, inch by inch, 
till it seemed we had been stalled for hours. 1 hen the 
line of refugees in front of us surged forward and we 
were in Almeria at last. 

In four days the city had become a vast encampment. 
The streets were filled with refugees who had nowhere 
to stay and nowhere to go. Several thousand were 
quartered on the main square out in the open. Men and 
women rose wearily from the pavement to let us 
through. 

At Socorro Rojo we were directed to an old building 
where a hospital and reception center for the children 
had been improvised. We helped the refugees in and 
put the sick child in a doctor’s care. Then I found a cot 
and collapsed. . . . 
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I jerked awake with a feeling of discomfort. For a 
moment I thought I was lying out in the hills, beside the 
road, but my hand slid over the rough floor and I 
remembered this was no longer the road but Almeria. I 
wondered at the ringing in my ears. From my stupor I 
guessed I had slept an hour or so. 

It was the wailing of the siren that had awakened me. 
I scrambled to my feet, and fell on my knees again as 
the first bomb went off. The explosion was like a giant 
mailed fist smashing deep into the earth. ... I could hear 
the terrible, frightened screams of the children. In the 
hallway people were running and shouting. I scrambled 
up again, the floor still vibrating under my feet. More 
explosions sounded, some nearby, some distant. 

I ran through the dark corridors, jostling against 
people hurrying in every direction. In the dormitories 
diildren were crying with fright. I found my way into 
the street, and made for the center of the city, on the 
run. 

The planes kept sweeping in, one after another, the 
roar of the engines filling the streets till it seemed my 
eardrums would burst. Then came the bombs, falling 
up ahead. 

I caught a glimpse of one bomber banking gracefully 
in the moonlight, disdaining the protection of height or 
darkness. The devils could afford to take their time! 
The occasional burst of anti-aircraft fire merely pret¬ 
tied up the sky like roman candles. 

In a few minutes I reached the densely populated sec¬ 
tion of the city. Here the streets were no longer dark. 
Great sheets of flame shot up from the skeletons of 
buildings, hit by incendiaries. In the glare of the burn¬ 
ing buildings, as far as the eye could see, vast crowds of 
people surged about wildly, running from the bombs, 
going down under toppling walls, falling, crawling, 
disappearing into bombpits, clutching and screaming as 
they vanished. 
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There were no sounds of bombing from the direction 
of the port. The bombers weren’t interested in the port! 
They were after human prey. They were after the 
hundred thousand people who had eluded them at 
Malaga, who had refused to live under the fascists, who 
were now penned together here in a perfect target. For 
a week they had let Almeria alone. For a week they had 
prepared. Now that the trek from Malaga was over, 
now that the refugees were caught in a few city blocks 
where mass murder required only a minimum number 
of bombs — now Franco was slaking his thirst for 
revenge. He cared little for the port. A port couldn t 
think, defy fascism or bleed. Only people had brains, 
hearts, courage. Kill them, maim them, show them the 

merciless claw of fascism. ... 

I fought my way through the dense crowds, shouting, 
“ Medico! Medico!" My voice was lost in the shrieking 
of the sirens, the explosions, the fearful braying of 
donkeys impaling themselves on twisted railings. 

Then suddenly the bombing stopped and the roar of 
the planes faded away in the sky. The flaming buildings 
lit up the faces of men and women looking numbed, 

shocked, horror stricken. . . . 

The raid was over. My ears ached in the silence. 
Silence? No. With the bombing over I could hear the 
voices . .. the raid was over, but the dead and dying 
remained. 

I bound the wounds of the injured with strips of cot¬ 
ton torn from their shirts. In a gutted house I found a 
little girl whimpering beneath a pile of heavy beams. 
She was perhaps three years old. I pulled the beams 
away and carried her in my arms till I came across an 
emergency ambulance. I laid her on the stretcher, think¬ 
ing it would be kinder if she died, for if the crippled 
body survived, the light of sanity had gone out of her 
childish eyes. 

In the center of the city I came to a silent circle of 
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men and women. Inside the circle was a great bomb 
crater. Inside the crater were twisted drain pipes, torn 
clothing, a splattered mass of what had once been human 
beings. . . . 

My body felt as heavy as the dead themselves. But 
empty and hollow. And in my brain there burned a 
bright flame of hate. 

* 

So went the journal of his four nights and days on 
the Malaga road. He wrote it in a burst of cold fury, 
during most of the next day and night. When he had 
finished he stood at a shattered window of the children’s 
reception center, looking out at the city still smoking in 
the dawn. 

His body ached for sleep, but he stayed at the window 
a long time, thinking. In Madrid, at the front, he had 
heard the cry, “Death to fascism!” He had joined in the 
cry, but now he seemed to understand the taste of the 
words for the first time, like a deep, passionate judgment 
that had to be carried out before he would ever know 
peace and sanity again. Yes, death and damnation to 
the evil, murderous brood that slaughtered women and 
children! Infamy and a curse for those who stood by 
with smirking indilfercnce! And for the deluded, the 
innocents in all lands still watching the gravediggers 
without thinking the same grave would some day open 
wide for them — pity, and a warning. 

“Into whatsoever house I enter, there shall I heal 
the sick. . . .” How jauntily he had once taken the Hip¬ 
pocratic Oath, like thousands of others. But in the house 
he had now entered death came from bombs, lies, men 
who buried whole cities under the banner of anticom¬ 
munism. Here in Almen'a more than a city lay under 

the ruins. Here two worlds had met in bloody collision. 

* 

In the memory of Almcria, he vowed, he would have to 
change himself, to crush all weaknesses and vanities, to 
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live as the soldier lives, to make himself a man of steel 
— for only men of steel would be able to defend the 
world struggling to be born. 


29 

In Valencia, a few days later, he prepared a shorter 
version of his journal for the government. He called it, 
Malaga — the Crime on the Road. It was published in 
booklet form by the government in English and Spanish 
editions, illustrated with the photos Sise had taken. 

In Valencia he heard also that the days of the Ca¬ 
ballero government were numbered. The giving up of 
Malaga without a fight was viewed by most Loyalists 
as a staggering mistake to be laid directly at the door 
of the administration. Not even rear-guard fighting. 
Bethune heard, had been ordered. Malaga had been 
handed to the fascists on a platter. 

On his return to Madrid he pushed the work of the 
blood unit with increased energy. To the other members 
he seemed filled with a new tension, an impatience with 
delays and red tape, a greater need for action. All 
lethargy and inefficiency were now seen through his 
eyes as “Caballero-ism,” with potential Malagalike 
results. In the Institute the least negligence on the part 
of Spaniard or Canadian alike provoked his famous 
rages. But at the front lie continued to work with his 
cool, smooth efficiency that never failed to surprise and 
excite his co-workers. 

Between regular trips to the front he brooded over an 
idea that had haunted him since Malaga — the thousands 
of children orphaned by the war needed help. The hard- 
pressed government had taken some measures to cope 
with the situation, but Bethune decided that a special 
project was needed that would draw support from 
the outside world. Barcelona, the northern industrial 
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metropolis, was at that time remote from the fighting. 
He decided the Barcelona region would be ideal for a 
chain of Children’s Villages where war orphans could 
be cared for. He flew to Barcelona and spent five days 
in the Catalonian capital discussing his suggestion with 
government officials. When he won their approval he 
sent a cable to the Spanish Aid Committee in Toronto 
proposing that money be raised for the project. The 
Committee agreed, and the first two Children’s Villages, 
eventually set up north of Barcelona, were financed by 
friends of Republican Spain in Canada. 

Back in Madrid once more Bethune extended the 
work of the unit to cover the whole of the central front. 
In early April, when the Loyalists struck hard in the 
Guadalajara sector, the unit gave transfusions for three 
days at Brihuega, the center of the front where 30,000 
Italian troops were put to rout. 

Guadalajara was the first decisive offensive victory 
of the Republic. With it a wave of optimism spread 
through Spain. The taste of victory was sweet, and 
Bethune, in an easier mood now, began to think of new 
experiments with blood and to envisage a further ex¬ 
tension of the unit’s work throughout the country. But 
the optimism was short-lived. 

One afternoon he received a phone call from Carlos 
Contreras, who suggested an immediate conference. In 
his office Contreras got to the point quickly. He had a 
proposal — that Bethune undertake a trip to America to 
bring the plight of Spain directly to the people of the 
United States and Canada. 

Contreras put the position before him grimly. Guada¬ 
lajara, he said, had shown that the Republic could 
defeat the fascists if it had the weapons to fight with. 
But it was being denied the weapons. The Soviet Union 
was too far away, and her unarmed merchant ships 
were too easily sunk by Italian submarines in the Med¬ 
iterranean for her aid alone to overcome the fascists’ 
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superiority in arms. Britain, France and the United 
States refused to lift their embargoes. Germany and 
Italy, on the other hand, continued to pour men and 
arms into the country. In this situation aid from 
America could be decisive. And since the blood trans¬ 
fusion unit was now working efficiently it was felt that 
Bethune’s most significant contribution would be to ad¬ 
vocate Spain’s cause before the people of North America. 

Bethune received the suggestion at first with distaste. 
The thought of embarking on a lecture tour while the 
fighting continued filled him with dismay. But he had 
no answer to the grim facts put before him by the Fifth 
Regiment leader. 

He discussed it with his Canadian colleagues in the 
unit, who agreed with Contreras that Bethune could help 
Spain most effectively in the coming months by trying 
to develop a popular campaign to lift the embargo. 
Bethune cabled the Committee back home, waited till 
the Committee sent back its agreement, and brought in a 
cameraman 1 from Paris to make a film of the war called 
Heart of Spain, to take with him to America. 

Now he had only one piece of unfinished business 
left. Some weeks earlier he had received a request from 
a Canadian literary magazine. New Frontier.- for an 
article on Spain. He decided to write it while still in the 
atmosphere of Madrid. 

He called it “An Apology for Not Writing Letters.” 
It was a completely personal piece. He had delayed 
writing it, he said at the outset, because in Spain at war 
“I am afraid of the banality of words.” He could de¬ 
scribe a bombardment, murder in the streets, but it 
would not be enough. Art alone could transmit the ex¬ 
perience of death and horror among which he had lived 
all these months, art which was “the legitimate and 
recognizable child of experience.’ 


1 Geza Carpathi. 
1 Now defunct. 
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The true artist [he continued] lets himself go. He is 
natural. He “swims easily in the stream of his own tem¬ 
perament.” He listens to himself. He respects himself. 

He comes into the light of every-day like a great 
leviathan of the deep, breaking the smooth surface of 
accepted things, gay, serious, sportive. His appetite for 
life is enormous. He enters eagerly into the life of man, 
all men. He becomes all men in himself. 

The function of the artist is to disturb. His duty is to 
arouse the sleepers, to shake the complacent pillars of 
the world. He reminds the world of its dark ancestry, 
shows the world its present, and points the way to its 
new birth. He is at once the product and preceptor of 
his time. After his passage we are troubled and made 
unsure of our too-casily accepted realities. He makes 
uneasy the static, the set and the still. In a world terri¬ 
fied of change, he preaches revolution —the principle of 
life. He is an agitator, a disturber of the peace — quick, 
impatient, positive, restless and disquieting. He is the 
creative spirit working in the soul of man. 

When his Canadian colleagues in the unit read the 
manuscript they found nothing strange in the fact that 
he, the doctor, should write from the Spanish war 
about the role of the artist. He was an artist as well as 
a doctor. But more than that, they understood he was 
not merely trying to sum up the artist, but to define the 
emerging outlines of his own life. 

On June 6, 1037, he left for home. At the Institute on 
Principe dc Vergara there was a brief ceremony of 
farewell, attended by all the members of the unit, rep¬ 
resentatives of the newly organized Sanidad Militar, 
and government officials. With the blood transfusion 
methods he had introduced at the fronts, fatalities 
among the wounded had been drastically reduced, in 
some sectors as much as 75 per cent. That was the elo¬ 
quent note of oratory on which Spain’s spokesmen sent 
him off on his new mission. 
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He was going home, with the memory of all he had 
seen and been and done in Spain, “to rouse the 
sleepers. . . 


30 

At eight o'clock on the morning of June 18 Bethune 
arrived in Montreal. 

Despite the early hour, thousands of people had 
gathered in the old Bonavcnture Station and the sur¬ 
rounding streets to welcome him. As he stepped off the 
train from New York a large crowd burst through the 
gates and streamed down the long platform. 

Before he knew what was happening he was sur¬ 
rounded, eager hands grabbed his suitcases and he was 
raised up on the shoulders of the cheering, enthusiastic 
crowd. Camera bulbs flashed as reporters fought their 
way closer. In the sea of grinning, unfamiliar faces he 
caught glimpses of old friends. "Vive Ic doctcur 
Bethune!” voices cried. He was carried through the 
station and into the street behind a banner reading: 

LONG LIVE LOYALIST SPAIN — WELCOME HOME, DR. 

bethune! 

Outside the station a long line of cars was waiting, 
decked out with bunting and welcoming banners. Still 
held aloft he responded to the resounding cheers of the 
crowd with a few words of thanks, ending: I wish I 
could tell you how deeply I appreciate the way in which 
you have received me this morning. I know that this is 
not a welcome for a mere individual, but a demonstra¬ 
tion of your support for the cause of Loyalist Spain. 
The crowd’s roars reverberated through the downtown 
area. Then, with horns honking, banners flying, and 
Bethune in the leading open car. the motor cavalcade 
moved up Windsor to St. Catherine Street and into 
the heart of downtown Montreal. On the sidewalks 
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thousands of people waved as they saw the banners. In 
the tall factory buildings workers leaned out of the 
windows, dropping streams of paper. 

The cavalcade wound slowly through the French- 
Ganadian East End, back to the center of the city, and 
then to a downtown hotel. 

From the moment he stepped into his hotel room he 
was besieged with telephone calls, old friends, doctors’ 
groups, requests for interviews, messages and congratula¬ 
tions from all over the continent. His work had once been 
reported only in the medical journals; now he found it 
spread across all the newspapers, intertwined with 
events changing the course of history. 

Friends who came to see him during the first two 
hectic days left with a feeling that he had altered in 
some subtle and elusive manner not apparent on the 
surface. He was a bit leaner, browner, and gave the 
appearance of weariness. Yet it was not so much a 
physical weariness as a quality of withdrawal, of 
private brooding. The least question about Spain could 
stir him into spirited explanations. But often, when he 
had ended, he would fall abruptly silent, and his 
eyes would rove warily over the faces of his 
listeners. Sometimes, in the midst of conversation, he 
would grow remote, as if listening to his own thoughts, 
or as if the friends about him had suddcnlv become 
strangers whom he was assessing for the first time. 

When Frances visited him the reunion was cordial, 
yet something seemed to be left unsaid between them. 

ou know,’ she said suddenly, after he had talked about 
his life in Spain for a while, “you look no different than 
when you left. But somehow you feel different. Is it so?” 

He smiled. “I hope it is. I damn well sincerely hope 
• , • * * 
it is. 

In an address at the Mount Royal Arena, he began 
his mission to America. 
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From the moment he had cabled Toronto he was re¬ 
turning to Canada, the Committee to Aid Spanish 
Democracy had launched preparations for a country¬ 
wide speaking tour, opening with a great meeting in 
Montreal two days after his arrival. 

There were bitter divisions in Quebec public opinion 
about the relative merits of the Loyalist and Franco 
cause, and there had been several official moves to deny 
the public platform to spokesmen for the Loyalist side, 
but the nature of Bethune's work in Spain had softened 
many a political antagonist and won him universal 
respect. When the doors of the Arena opened, the line 
of people waiting to get in stretched around the block. 
By the time he arrived with members of the local 
Spanish Aid Committee, the great building was literally 
filled to the rafters, with an estimated 15,000 people 
seated or waiting outside. 

The audience was drawn from every walk of life and 
divergent political faiths. There were groups from 
every section of Montreal’s polyglot minorities, school¬ 
teachers, university professors, trade unionists, doctors, 
those who shared Bethune’s views, even some who violently 
rejected his views but admired the man and his work. 

When he stepped to the microphone, after the 
speeches and eulogies, he was greeted by a tremendous 
cheer. -It was a strange sensation, standing alone, in a 
pillar of light, while in the darkness surrounding the 
platform about 15,000 men and women forgot all 
reserve and raised their voices in a deafening tumult. 
He waited calmly, lighting the inevitable cigarette and 
smoking, until the applause died out and he began in an 
easy, conversational tone. 

Mr. Chairman, ladies and gentlemen. I went to Spain 
as a matter of honor. I have come back because there are 
some tilings that need to be said in reply to those outside 
of Spain who speak in the name of dishonor. 

I am a doctor, a surgeon. My job is to sustain human 
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life, in all its beauty and vigor. I am not a politician. 
But I went to Spain because the politicians betrayed 
Spain and tried to drag the rest of us into their betrayal. 
With varying accents, and with varying degrees of 
hypocrisy, the politicians ruled that democratic Spain 
must die. It was my belief, as it is now my conviction, 
that democratic Spain must live. 

After this opening he spoke of Madrid, the heart of 
Spanish resistance —the “city in the front lines, working ' 
and fighting with the fascists on its doorsteps.” In a quiet 
voice he described the people: the women bombed out 
of their homes, the mutilated children, the men at the 
front with little more than courage to hold off German 
tanks, the spirit of comradeship drawing all patriots 
together. The people of Spain had a rock-ribbed faith 
in their ability to defeat the traitors and the invading 
armies. But they were dismayed by the attitude of the 
Western powers. They had shown at Guadalajara that 
they could indict crushing blows on the fascists despite 
the failure of the Western world to grant them the arms 
which the fascists received in abundance. But they knew 
that every day the embargo against them remained in 
force would mean more Spanish homes destroyed, more 
lives lost, more cities and towns reduced to ruins. 

The audience listened in tense silence so that only 
the creaking of chairs could be heard behind his quiet 
voice. He described his visits to the fronts, the refugees 
on the road from Malaga, the bombing of the evacuees, 
the people falling by the roadside, and then the attack 
on Almeri'a. the entombment of the dead and the living, 
the child he had carried in his arms through the flaming 
streets. He pictured for them the thousands of children 
left without homes or parents, wandering along the road, 
their minds in a daze, their bodies sick. This was the 
fruit of Franco’s uprising* of the German-Italian in¬ 
vasion, of the supposed nonintervention of the Western 
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powers. “This is the agony of a people which inter¬ 
national reaction condones and sanctions under the 
guise of ‘non-intervention.’ But where governments have 
turned their backs on suffering Spain, decent men every¬ 
where have come to her aid. The International Brigades 
have come to the defence of Spain, and in the Mackenzic- 
Papineau Battalion more than one thousand Canadians 
are upholding the honor of Canada.” 

There was a sustained burst of hand clapping from 
all parts of the Arena. Bethune paused, took a last puff 
at his ever-present cigarette, and ground the stub under 
his heel. When silence was restored he reported on the 
work of the blood-transfusion unit and came to his final 
point: 

To the Spanish people, and to anyone who has seen 
Spain for himself, the position is clear. So clear, in fact, 
that Franco and his fascist backers urgently need a 
diversion to conceal their aggression, just as the Tory 
bleaters of “non-intervention” need a fig-leaf to dress 
up the naked shanks of their miserable policy. They 
have found one. to their mutual relief. It is nothing 
more than the bastard child of the Austrian paperhanger 
and the Italian turncoat. It is — “the Menace of 
communism!” 

Fourteen years ago Mussolini was shipped into Rome 
in a parlor car and installed in office — to destroy the 
“communist menace.” He promptly proceeded, in the 
name of his holy mission, to destroy the living standards 
of the people and the very right to life, liberty and the 
pursuit of happiness. More recently, no doubt as part 
of the same holy mission, he has militarized Italy 
and brought Abyssinia into the grip of fascism and 
bloodshed. 

Four short years ago, in Germany, Adolf Hitler was 
installed as Chancellor, also to save Germany from the 
"communist menace.” He proceeded, as you will re¬ 
member, with even more dispatch than II Duce. In the 
name of the holy war against Bolshevism he made 
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unholy war against every democratic German grouping, 
communist or anti-communist, ruined and murdered 
“non-Aryans,” drove out some of the finest minds of 
the century, filled Germany with the horrors and 
brutality of the concentration camps, and fastened on 
the people the most terrible tyranny the world has ever 
seen. Herr Hitler is still raging against the “menace of 
communism,” but already the guns of his new armies 
are pointing towards the territories of the leading non¬ 
communist governments of Europe. 

And now Franco and his Moors and his German and 
Italian backers announce the same theme: they too are 
saving Spain from the communist menace. And in 
Downing Street, and at our own capital, and among 
learned American senators, it is sagely opined that it 
is of course deplorable about Spain, but the Reds are 
back of it, after all, and the present fighting is merely an 
alleged national reaction to Moscow’s connivings. 

Now I am not the least bit interested tonight to dis¬ 
cuss the merits or demerits of the communist program 
and philosophy. If the people of Spain wanted com¬ 
munism it would be for them and nobody else to decide 
when and how they should have it. But I must say that 
the attempt to paint the invasion of Spain as a crusade 
to save the country from the “communist menace” is 
not only a wretched lie, it is a calculated and vicious 
insanity. 

Is it not clear that if this insanity is to prevail, it will 
strike a mortal blow at all the rights and liberties of 
non-communists as well as communists? For if you are 
unfree, as the Spanish people were unfree, and you 
defend your freedom, you will be struck down as a com¬ 
munist. If you are hungry, as the Spanish people were 
hungry, you will be overwhelmed with cries of the 
“communist menace” when you ask for bread. If you long 
for a decent, peaceful life of minimum abundance, again 
like the Spanish people, you will have to face the 
vengefulness of those scouring the earth with fixed 
bayonets for the contamination of communism. Every 
sincere word, every desire for a better life, every 
protest against injustice, every plea to improve an 
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imperfect world will be suspect, dangerous, an invita¬ 
tion to reprisals, an act to be put down as the rankest 
subversion. 

There are some who argue, of course, that the Soviet 
Union is assisting the Loyalist regime, and the com¬ 
munists inside and outside cf Spain are supporting the 
Spanish Government. This argument, presumably, is 
supposed to prove the existence of the communist 
menace” in Spain and thereby to disqualify the Loyal¬ 
ists. I fail to follow the logic. I fail to follow the argu¬ 
ment that because the Soviet Union, or the communists 
elsewhere, approve of something it is thereby neces¬ 
sarily proven bad. I further cannot accept the suggestion 
that because the fascists and their neutral Tory 
friends everywhere say something is good, it cannot 
therefore be quite bad. 

Yes, the Soviet Union has sent aid to the Spanish 
Republic. So has Mexico, which is not communist. That 
is an undeniable fact. Is that to the discredit of Spain? 

I would reverse the question. I would say that it is to 
the credit of the Soviet Union and Mexico that they 
have lived up to their obligations to the Spanish Gov¬ 
ernment. which represents Spain’s people. The Soviet 
Union and Mexico, by according the Spanish Govern¬ 
ment its legal rights, are aiding the government elected 
and supported by the people themselves. The Western 
powers, by embargoing the Loyalists and shutting their 
eyes to the flow of arms and armies from Italy and Ger¬ 
many to Franco, are supporting the choice of Hitler 
Mussolini and the clique of Spanish financiers and 
feudalists who mint their wealth out of the poverty ol 
the people. 

Let us have done, then, with the miserable deception 
of anti-communism. It has served Hitler and Mussolini 
well, but not the enslaved German and Italian peoples. 
It may have a pleasing sound in Tory ears and salve 
the consciences of some spinsterish British labor leaders, 
but it is rank dishonesty nevertheless. It is the great lie of 
our decade. It is the last refuge of the reactionary whose 
political arsenal is empty, whose world is bankrupt, 
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and whose patrons’ thirst for power is desperate and 
undiminished. That is one of the lessons of Spain. I hope 
we will never forget it. 

Spain can be the tomb of fascism. History will some 
day take full revenge on those who fail her.” 

The entire audience rose to its feet in a prolonged 
ovation. 
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Two days later he left for Toronto where he spoke at 
another huge meeting. It was the beginning of a long 
and grueling tour across the continent. 

For seven months he shuttled back and forth between 
the towns and cities of Canada and the United States, 
showing Heart of Spain and lecturing, beginning on the 
East coast, working his way through southern and 
northern Ontario, across the prairie provinces, till he 
readied Vancouver on the west coast and started back 
again through the United States. 

The moral and financial response to his lecture tour 
surpassed all expectations, but a cloud began to gather 
over his mission. As he traveled from city to city, warn¬ 
ing that failure to uphold Loyalist Spain would invite 
further catastrophes, history overtook his direst predic¬ 
tions. The anticomintern struck again — this time in 
China. 

In Spain, he declared in one of his speeches, “fascism 
has attacked 2-1,000,000 people, with the United States, 
Britain and France embargoing the Loyalists. Now, in 
China, the attack has spread against nearly one quarter 
of the total population of the earth. If the same treacher¬ 
ous policy of blockading the victims and making ar¬ 
rangements with the aggressors is continued, we may 
well wonder whether any man, woman or child is safe 
anywhere in the world.” 
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He watched hopefully for hints of a change in the 
policies of the Western powers, but none came. In 1931 
Japan had invaded Manchuria. There had been some 
verbal rumpus on the part of the Western powers and 
paralysis in the Chiang Kai-shek government. Now, the 
Japanese had launched their open attacks at Peiping in 
July 1937 and as in Spain, the Japanese anchor of the 
anticomintern bloc raised a loud hue and cry about sup¬ 
pressing “communism” in Asia. 

Bethune read the news from China as he had once 
followed the communiques from Madrid. He sounded a 
new note of urgency in his speeches. Feelings of ex¬ 
asperation and impatience filled his letters to friends. 
He could sense, in the reactions of his audience, a 
greater receptivity to the things he had to say. I here 
was a growing feeling of uneasiness about Axis moves 
among wide sections of the public. But it seemed to him 
that the menace hanging over the world was growing 
much more quickly than the awareness of the people. 

When he read of Japanese bombings of Chinese cities 
his mind went back to Madrid, to Almeria. to the sound 
of the bombs, the cries of the wounded, the sight of the 
dead. Canada and the United States had to be awakened! 
But they were being fed on "supine editorials, the sooth¬ 
ing words of political spokesmen, the opiates of Holly¬ 
wood, the skillfully planted propaganda of powerful 
business lobbies.” 

To a friend in Montreal who reminded him in a 
nostalgic note of pleasant times they had shared before 
he had gone to Spain, he replied: No, for me they can t 
return. No one knows better than I the lure of pleasures, 
excitements, people. . . . Yes, I know my own vulner¬ 
ability! But those days are gone for me. I have steeled 
myself against them. The future looks lonely and 
dangerous.” 

To a medical colleague he wrote: 
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Today I picked up some Canadian papers between 
trains. Buried somewhere in the back pages I found an 
item reporting a demonstration at the Vancouver 
waterfront against the loading of scrap iron for Japan. 
Splendid, any decent person would think. But was some 
cabinet minister there to praise them, to assure them 
that Canadian materials would not go to make arma¬ 
ments to destroy Chinese lives? No. Only the police 
were there, to pounce upon and assault the demonstra¬ 
tors. Idiocy! But what bloody and malevolent idiocy! 
And I keep on talking.... 

In the face of the “idiocy” he came to a decision. On 
a train somewhere in the Midwest he wrote a letter to a 
member of the Spanish Aid Committee in Toronto. 
He had now spent half a year, he pointed out, lecturing 
on behalf of Loyalist Spain. He had undertaken the job 
because he had been convinced of its necessity. But the 
military situation in Spain had become worse since his 
return home, and elsewhere the political situation was 
deteriorating as war spread over the Orient. In these 
circumstances, when military considerations grew more 
important in the struggle to defeat reaction, and when 
he had, in anv event, covered most of North America in 
his tour, he felt that his usefulness once again lay in 
more direct participation. 

He now had several meetings to address in Canada as 
the windup of his tour. Passing through Toronto he 
joined the Communist party. A week later, at a meeting 
in the western city of Saskatoon, someone in the audience 
shouted a question at him: “Is it true that you’re a Com¬ 
munist.’ He replied: “Yes, I am a Communist.” 

The press carried his avowal throughout the country. 
Some quarters received the news with surprise; others 
viewed it as a gesture; but to his closest friends his 
action had an air of inevitabilitv about it. 

0 

When someone, after his Saskatoon meeting, suggested 
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that his Communist affiliation might tend to diminish 
the effectiveness of his work for Spain, he reacted 
vehemently: 

Oh no! I can’t let that go unchallenged! Yes, I am 
a Communist. That is a matter of my own beliefs, and 
my own decisions. If I say now that milk is good for 
children, will anti-Communists therefore suggest that it 
is not good? And if I say that the people need bread, 
does it mean that they don’t, simply because the man 
who says it considers socialism the most equitable, the 
highest political and moral form of human society? 

At another meeting, when a heckler called him a 
“Moscow hireling,” he replied amiably: 

My poor, deluded friend . . . Why a Moscow hireling? 
Why not a British hireling? The theory of socialism 
was proclaimed in London 60 years before the Russian 
Revolution. If Russia disappeared from the face ol the 
earth tomorrow, do you think that would eliminate 
communism? I am sure that if Christ walked the car 1 
again, preaching the brotherhood of man. He too wou 
have thrown at Him the label of “Moscow hireling. 

Now, with his tour completed, his future plans were 
clear in his mind. In Toronto, after addressing a Span¬ 
ish Aid conference in a local Protestant church, he 
discussed his new plans with the Committee to / i 
Spanish Democracy. He had been hoping to return to 
Spain as a surgeon, he announced. Rut a new group o 
American doctors had just left for Spain, and events in 
the Far East were focusing attention on the battle of the 
Chinese people against invasion. He had no intention 
of ever again hanging out his shingle in private practice. 
Spain needed help, but some help was being given, n 
China doctors were needed even more urgently than in 

Spain. , 

In New York, he went on, a China Aid Council had 
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been set up, functioning in co-operation with the China 
Defense League, headed by Madame Sun Yat-sen, 
widow of the first president of the Chinese Republic. 
The Council’s program was the sending of medical aid 
to the guerrillas fighting the Japanese in northern 
China. He had volunteered to take a medical unit to 
northern China to work with the guerrillas. His ex¬ 
periences in Spain, he felt, would be invaluable in 
China. 

He left for New York a few days later to complete 
arrangements with the China Aid Council. On January 2, 
1938, he left Vancouver on the Empress of Japan for 
Hong Kong, taking with him enough equipment and 
supplies to outfit a few surgery units. 

In the hectic weeks of preparation he had had no 
time to speculate about what the future might bring. He 
had seen Frances in Montreal, visited his family in 
Hamilton* and said good-by to a few intimate friends. 
But on ship he felt the need to write a farewell letter to 
Frances, which he mailed in Hong Kong: 

When I saw you in Montreal before leaving for Van¬ 
couver I tried to explain why I was going to China. I don’t 
know whether I succeeded. . . . The fact that I went to 
Spain doesn’t give me, nor could it give anybody else, 
some special indulgence to sit quietly on the sidelines 
now. Spain is a scar on my heart. Do you understand? 
It is a scar that can never heal. The pain will be with 
me always, reminding me of the things I have seen. 

I refuse to live in a world that spawns murder and 
corruption without raising my hand against them. I 
refuse to condone, by passivity, or by default, the wars 
which greedy men make against others . . . Spain and 
China are part of the same battle. I am going to China 
because I feel that is where the need is greatest; that 
is where I can be most useful. 

With best wishes.... 

Beth 


1 Hi* mother, smer and brother. Hi* father had died in 1933. 
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PART FOUR 


‘The Enemy — Those XJDho Alake the UJounds 

52 

For forty years I have devoted myself to 
the cause of the people's revolution with 
but one end in view: the elevation of 
China to a position of freedom and 
equality among the nations. My expe¬ 
riences during these forty years have con¬ 
vinced me that to attain this goal we 
must bring about an awakening for our 
own people and ally ourselves in a com¬ 
mon struggle with those peoples of the 
world who treat us as equals. 

— DR. SUN’ YAT-SEN, PRESIDENT 
OF THE CHINESE REPUBLIC, 
IN HIS WILL, 1925 

On JANUARY 20, 1938, Bcthune reached Hong Kong, the 
British Crown Colony on the southern China coast. 
Three days later he flew to Hankow, seat of the National 
Government headed by Chiang Kai-shek. In Hankow 
he found himself in another world — the strange, back¬ 
ward, far-flung land of the oldest surviving nation on 

earth. 

In the city where fantastic squalor surrounded daz¬ 
zling opulence, where political bureaucracy stubbornly 
resisted the ferment of modern ideas, he interviewed 
lower government officials, inspected primitive army 
hospitals, and prepared for his journey to the north. 

The initial impact of China was staggering. Here, 
among the swirling tides of war, nationalism, foreign 
imperialism, scmifcudal reaction, communism, events 
shaking the foundations of Asia were unfolding. Their 
origins had to be traced through thousands of years of 
Chinese history, the rise of modern Europe, the rivalries 
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of great powers, the dramatic upsurge of the Chinese 
people. 

Civilization had come to China 5000 years ago. While 
Europe was still immersed in barbarism, China had 
already entered the period of feudalism. Her influence 
on Europe was indirect, but profound. From China, 
Europe received the printing press and gunpowder. 
China was then a Mecca for European traders, a 
legendary storehouse of treasure for envious eyes in the 
West. But three centuries before the first cracks were to 
appear in China’s feudalism, the industrial revolution 
began to topple feudalism in Western Europe. The 
printed word helped spread the challenge to the old 
order. Once the capitalist was enthroned, his new order 
went in search of markets and raw materials. He used 
gunpowder to seize both on the undeveloped continents 
of Asia and Africa. 

While Europe was forging swiftly ahead of Asia, 
China was suffering overland invasion, the despotic rule 
of the foreign Manchus, the indignities of foreign armies 
on her soil. But it was in the nineteenth century that 
Western imperialism subjected her to the bitterest 
humiliations. 

It was the century of the “big grab.” England seized 
Hong Kong, forced China to grant her extraterritorial 
rights and brought opium into the country under the 
threat of bombarding the coast. Japan took over Korea 
and Taiwan. 1 France grabbed Indo-China. Germany 
helped herself to various mainland cities. Czarist Russia 
seized key ports in Manchuria. The United States, with 
its own frontier to develop, arrived on the scene as a 
“Johnny-come-latcly.” Finding itself in a special posi¬ 
tion it devised a special formula. It helped itself to the 
Philippines and pressed for “equal rights ’ with the 
other powers in China. It summed up its policy in the 

1 Formosa. 
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demand for an “open door,” which to the Chinese people 
meant a policy of “me too.” 

While the imperialist powers profited through their 
privileged positions in the country, the people were 
borne down by universal poverty, disease, illiteracy and 
repression. But the feudal landlord class, which had 
traditionally allied itself to the ruling dynasties, re¬ 
mained fat and corrupt. When the peasants revolted, they 
were always crushed by the alliance of their own feudal 
rulers and foreign armies. But as the Western powers 
kept cutting into China, more and more Chinese, 
especially students and intellectuals, came into contact 
with Western techniques, history and progressive 
thought. 

In the first decade of the twentieth century the 
movement for national independence found its greatest 
spokesman, Dr. Sun Yat-scn. Now, too, a new factor 
entered the situation in the spread of nationalist ideas 
among the soldiers of the native army the Manchus had 
formed. In 1911 sections of the army revolted, the 
Mandiu dynasty was overthrown, and the Chinese 
Republic was established under the presidency of Sun 
Yat-sen at Nanking. 

At the beginning the change was little more than a 
diange of outer trappings. The landlords and bureau¬ 
crats remained. Vast areas of the country were ruled by 
local war lords who opposed Sun and joined avidly in 
conspiracies with foreign powers against him. Dr. Sun 
still faced the problem of expelling imperialism, of 
unifying the country, establishing a truly national 
government, defeating the old feudal clique and intro¬ 
ducing reforms overdue for centuries. The World War 
of 1914-1918 accelerated the process. 

The defeat of Germany and Austro-Hungary removed 
them from the bloc of powers exercising their imperialist 
sway over China. After the October Revolution in Russia 
the new socialist state renounced all the Czarist 
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privileges in the country and openly declared its 
sympathy with the colonial world s aspirations for full 
independence. Along with the weakening of the bloc of 
foreign powers holding China in their grip, two new 
elements now appeared inside the country to strengthen 
the national independence movement. In the special 
conditions of the war the first steps towards local 
manufacture had been taken. This had produced a 
native class of industrialists and a new working class. 
The industrialists, irked by the economic disabilities 
they suffered at the hands of outside powers despoiling 
China’s economy, desired a strong government that 
would protect their interests. The working class, though 
still small, was a cohesive element that made itself felt 
through compact organization, was strongly influenced 
by the Russian revolution, and gave birth to the Chinese 
Communist party. 

Around Sun there now grew a coalition, first, of 
workers and peasants, increasingly led by the Com¬ 
munists, and second, of the national bourgeoisie and 
Kuomintang party. The program of the coalition was 
expressed in Sun’s Three People’s Principles — national 
independence, democracy, improvement of the people s 
living conditions; and in his Three Great Policies — 
active anti-imperialism, co-operation with Soviet Russia, 
support of the workers’ and peasants’ movements. 

When Sun Yat-sen died in 1925 conditions were ripe 
for putting an end to the “era of the war lords.” At 
Canton an army of a new type had been created as a 
result of the co-operative efforts of the Communist and 
Kuomintang parties. Its officers were trained at the 
famous Whampoa Military Academy, of which Chiang 
Kai-shek was president and Communist Chou En-lai 
was dean. There now began what came to be known as 
the Northern Expedition, the march of the Kuomintang- 
Communist army against the war lords and the strong¬ 
holds of foreign influence in other parts of the country. 
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The Expedition roused tremendous popular support 
among the people. By 1927 the coalition forces were at 
the gates of Shanghai, chief center of foreign influence. 
Between Canton and Shanghai the war lords were over¬ 
thrown. Britain, France and the United States brought 
troops into the country, but found it prudent not to use 
them. Inside Shanghai itself the workers, led by Chou 
En-lai, who stole into the city in disguise, rose up in 
revolt against the local militarist bureaucrats and seized 
control before the army entered. 

The last will and testament of Sun Yat-scn. it seemed, 
was on the road to fulfillment. But now the influential 
industrialists, yesterday’s feudal landlords, took fright. 
In the new power of the people, demonstrated so 
dramatically at Shanghai, and in the enthusiastic de¬ 
mand for social reform, they saw the possible eclipse of 
their own economic and political domination. At the 
suggestion of foreign representatives, and operating 
through the right wing of the Kuomintang, they quietly 
cast about for ways and means of halting the popular 
upsurge and effecting a compromise with the feudal 
elements and foreign interests that would guarantee 
their own privileged positions. As their strong man 
• they selected Chiang Kai-shek. 

Now, without warning, Chiang turned on his work¬ 
ing-class and peasant allies, ordered the physical ex¬ 
termination of the Communist party, had thousands of 
labor and peasant leaders put to death, disarmed and 
incarcerated left-wing troops, suppressed every vestige 
of liberal thought. Sun Yat-scn’s Three People’s 
Principles and Three Great Policies were discarded. 
The fight against the war lords was shelved. The first 
stage of the people’s united effort to achieve a demo¬ 
cratic, independent China was over, betrayed by the 
Kuomintang in an unparalleled bloodbath. 

But it was only the first stage. Though badly mauled, 
the Communists and those who stood by them led their 
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surviving troops to the province of Kiangsi, where they 
set up a revolutionary base. 

In the special setting of semifeudal, semicolonial 
China, they were a proletarian party leading a peasants’ 
agrarian revolt with an organized army. 

Despite Japan’s known blueprints for aggression 
against the Chinese mainland, Chiang raised loans in 
the United States and launched large-scale military 
action against the Kiangsi region. Thus began the 
second stage: the Ten-Year Civil War. 

Taking advantage of the civil war, Japan jumped the 
gun on her imperialist rivals and moved into Manchuria, 
conquering the vast northern province in short order 
and setting up a puppet Manchu emperor. Chiang paid 
little attention. Without even bothering to break off 
diplomatic relations with Tokyo, he concerned himself 
sclcly with wiping out the Kiangsi Communists. 

In 1032 the Kiangsi Communists, staving off all 
Kuomintang efforts to suppress them, called upon Chiang 
to stop the Civil War, and urged the people to work for 
a united, national front against the Japanese aggressor. 
Chiang replied by sending another military expedition 
against the Communists. Many of Chiang’s troops went 
over to the Communists, many others surrendered. 

The appeals to Chiang Kai-shek for joint action against 
the Japanese were based on the thesis that “the greatest op¬ 
pression suffered by China is national oppression.” 
Therefore, “the Chinese national bourgeoisie can, in 
certain periods and to a certain extent, participate in 
the struggles against imperialism and the feudal war 
lords. - Rut Chiang rejected all appeals. From June 
1!U2 to February 1033 he put half a million men into 
the held against Kiangsi. Again he was badly defeated. 
But in October 1033. when he used a million troops, he 
met with some initial successes. Differences in the Com¬ 
munist leadership had led to a reliance on defensive 

* Mao Tse-tung. 
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tactics alone. The struggle against this policy was led by 
MaoTse-tung. Mao called for a more flexible strategy of 
mobile warfare. He also proposed a breath-taking 
move — transfer of the Communist armies to the 
northern province of Shensi, where they could better 
repel Chiang’s attacks and take military action against 
the Japanese. Mao's policy finally prevailed. 

Thus, in 1934, began the famous Long March, an epic 
trek on foot S000 circuitous miles from Kiangsi to the 
province of Shensi. Thousands of troops died on the 
way. The rest were harried by Chiang’s armies. But 
under the leadership of Mao Tse-tung and Chu Teh. 
30,000 hardened veterans in 1935 reached Shensi, where 
the local Communists had prepared the way for them. 
Here, with Yenan as their capital, they set up the first 
anti-Japanese base in China pledged to resist Japanese 
aggression. 

Now that they had come close to the Japanese, Tokyo 
threatened Chiang with dire consequences unless the 
Communists were suppressed. Chiang set up a special 
Pacification Headquarters at Sian and sent another ex¬ 
peditionary force against the new anti-Japanese base. 
But now the demand for an end to the Civil War and 
for the defense of China was sweeping the entire 
country. Not only did the soldiers of Chiang’s expedi¬ 
tionary force refuse to fight, but its highest officers 
negotiated an unofficial truce with the Communists. 
Alarmed, Chiang went to Sian in person to repair the 
situation, only to be kidnapped by his own officers in 
the sensational “Sian Incident.” when his life was saved 
by the diplomatic intervention of the very Communists 
he had sought to suppress. 

Out of the “Sian Incident” came the agreement to 
end the Civil War and to join all the forces of the 
Chinese people in resistance to Japanese aggression. At 
Sian, Chiang at last faced the fact that soldiers and 
civilians alike would accept no other course. He 
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submitted to popular demand and readied an agreement 
with the Communists to resist the Japanese. When the 
Japanese struck again in the summer of 1937, the 
Communist base had spread northwest from Shensi to 
Ninghsia and west to Kansu. By agreement with the 
Kuomintang the three provinces were recognized as an 
autonomous “special district” under the National Ad¬ 
ministration. The Red Army, now with about 80,000 
troops, was renamed the 8th Route National Revolution¬ 
ary Army, functioning with its own leaders under the 
National Military Council. Now the third stage had 
begun: the anti-Japanese war. 

As the Japanese drove southwards into the provinces 
of Shansi, Hopei and Chahar, northeast of the new 
“special district,” the Sth Route Army troops moved 
into the provinces to contact other Chinese units and to 
set up a new “military district” known as Chin-Cha-Chi 
in the Japanese rear. Now, no matter how precariously 
the revived coalition between the Communists and the 
Kuomintang might develop, a bulwark had been erected 
in the north against the invader. 

It was for this area that Bcthune left Hankow by train 
on February 22. I lis route lay across mountains, rivers, 
wild country, roadless valleys. Ten days after he left 
Hankow, newspaper correspondents cabled the American 
press that he had been caught and killed in the interior 
by the Japanese. 
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While inquiries flew thick and fast between New 
York, Hankow and Ycnan concerning his reported 
death, Bethune was playing cat and mouse with the 
Japanese armies coming down from the north. 

One day out of Hankow he reached Chengchow, a 
railway center that had just been bombed. After sleep- 
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ing overnight on a bench near the railway station he left 
the ruined city for Tungkwan. where he crossed the 
Yellow River on a junk and entrained again on the 
Tung Kou line that ran north into Shansi. 

The train chugged slowly along the east bank of the 
Fen River and into the hollow between two mountain 
ranges. This was the beginning of China s strange loess 
country, the low, brownish-ocher mountains that con¬ 
tinued for hundreds of miles, in terraces that rose one 
upon the other like gigantic, man-made staircases. 

He passed numerous trains traveling down the line 
packed with refugees fleeing from the Japanese. On 
every southbound train they filled the coaches, sat 
precariously on the carriage roofs, swarmed over the 
engine, hung onto the steps and the couplings. They 
went by silently, with the same parched look as the 
fields about them, too weary to raise their eyes to the 
thousands of ducks that flew overhead in great, flapping 
clouds. 

Several times, during the day. the train stopped at 
wayside stations where vendors sold hot millet soup, 
noodles, tea, fried hare, wheat rolls, steamed buns, hard- 
boiled eggs. After two days of travel they reached 
Linfen, only to find that they would have to turn back. 

The Linfen station, as they pulled in, was jammed 
with civilians carrying all their possessions, and 
wounded soldiers, arms, legs and heads wrapped in 
dusty, red-streaked bandages. The Japanese were a 
short distance from the city, they were coming on quickly, 
and the population was being evacuated. In the 
chaos that was spreading through the streets Bcthune 
tried to locate the headquarters of the local Communist 
troops. But with the Japanese advancing, it had been 
moved —nobody seemed to know where. All trains, he 
discovered, were now heading southward only, with as 
many evacuees as they could carry. 

At four in the afternoon the first wave of Japanese 
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bombers came over. Bethunc was caught at the station, 
among flatcars loaded with mules, rice and munitions. 
With hundreds of evacuees he sat out the bombard¬ 
ment in trendies that had been dug in the sand. A few 
hours later, with the fall of the city imminent and all 
hope of transportation beyond the city obviously impos¬ 
sible, he reluctantly agreed to make the two-day return 
trip to Tungkwan on the last train to leave. 

He got his luggage aboard a boxcar filled with rice 
bags almost to the roof, climbed in and went to sleep 
as the train pulled out. At 3 a.m. he awoke to discover 
that his car had been uncoupled at a town called Goasi, 
twenty-five miles below Linfcn, that he was stranded, 
and that the Japanese were coming down the railway 
line from Linfcn. 

But in the deserted town luck came his way in the 
person of an 8th Route Army officer, a Major Lee. The 
major examined the abandoned boxcar, decided the rice 
was too valuable a prize to be left for the Japanese, 
organized a corps of volunteer peasants to get it out of 
the menaced town, and calmly informed Bcthune he 
could get him by mule cart to Yenan. In his diary 
Bcthune recorded the rest of the journey: 

February 2S: It was as simple as that. To get to Yenan 
we would have to travel three hundred miles westward. 
On foot and by mule cart! It would mean crossing the 
river into Shensi. There would be two more rivers to 
cross once inside Shensi. (No bridges, of course!) Then 
would come the range of mountains. But all of this 
didn’t seem unusual to the soldiers of the Sth Route 
Army. 

Waiting for final arrangements I wandered about the 
deserted town. For food I bought a quarter of a pig in 
the streets for SI.-40. From up the line groups of ten 
and twenty wounded came straggling in by day and 
night. The enemy’s guns could be heard clearly, but 
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getting out ahead of the Japanese seemed old hat to 
Major Lee’s men. 

We left Goasi with a caravan of forty-two carts 
loaded with sacks of rice, each cart pulled by three 
mules. It was a fine, brilliant day. I walked ahead of 
the caravan, enjoying the clear, dry air. Many towns 
lay along the way, but because of the news of the ad¬ 
vancing Japanese the inhabitants had closed their gates 
and we were forced to go round the walls in open 
country and pick up the road on the other side. 

Our first brush with the enemy came in mid-afternoon, 
when we were only four hours out of Goasi. I was walk¬ 
ing alongside the leading cart when I saw two bombers 
going south about two miles on our left. They spotted 
us at once. Forty-two carts streldicd out over a quarter 
of a mile, with no anti-aircraft guns anywhere about 
and not a single Chinese pursuit plane in the entire 
province. We must have simply made their mouths 
water! We were sitting birds asking to be knocked 
off, and they proceeded to knock us olf to the best of 
their ability. While one of them stayed high, the other 
swept over us at a height of about five hundred feet. 
Our military escort consisted of five men and five 
boys, armed with a total of five old rifles. W ith the 
drivers and our escort I left the carts and lay out on 
the bare ground. There wasn t a stone or tree to give 

protection. 

As we watched, the first bomber came back, so low I 
could have hit him with a baseball, and bombed the 
lead section of the caravan - but missing by about fifty 
feet! He swept on to the rear carts, dropping another 
four bombs —this time with more effect. This time I 
could hear the outcry of the wounded. 

Our casualties were four men wounded, fifteen mules 
killed, twelve mules disabled. Major Lee arranged im¬ 
mediate payment to the drivers for all the dead mules 
-one hundred Mexican dollars for each mule. This, I 
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found, was the set policy of the 8th Route Army. Any¬ 
thing received from the people was paid for. 

1 treated the wounded and we cut the dead and 
disabled animals from the wrecked carts. We were now 
down to twenty carts, less than half the number we had 
set out with. We travelled all through a dark and 
overcast night, sleeping on top of the bags of rice, jarred 
to the bone on the uneven road. 

March 1: At five a.m. we readied the bank of the River 
I r cn again, where we found a village inn. We got four 
hours sleep on the inn’s k'angs with their hard clay tops, 
rising at nine for a breakfast of sweet fermented rice 
water, heated, with an egg beaten up in it. 

Opposite us on the far bank was the city of Kiangchow. 
The Japanese, we heard, were coming down the railway 
at a fast pace from Linfen. We were the rear of the 
rearguard! We and the walking wounded. 

Japanese airplanes flew overhead all morning as we 
crossed over to Kiangchow. The river was about 200 
yards wide at this point, muddy, waist-deep and fast. 

Kiangchow lay atop a hill, and as I made my way up 
I could sec two steeples of a Roman Catholic Church of 
the French style. I made for the Church. Except for some 
merchants and beggar; the city was deserted. I found it 
interesting that these two classes were all that remained 
— the relatively wealthy and the beggared. The men of 
property awaited the coming of the Japanese with some 
fear and trembling, but their goods were more important 
than their fears. They preferred to stay with their 
property under the Japanese rather than take their 
chances on freedom with their countrymen. Typical the 
whole world over! 

At the Church I found the usual mission compound, 
now filled with the families of church members seeking 
iefugc. The staff included an apostolic missionary, a 
Dutch priest and a 1-rench priest. Thcv welcomed me 
cordially, opened a bottle of red wine, gave me a 


21G 



fragrant cigar, and offered me overnight lodging. Wc 
had some interesting conversation in a mixture of a lot 
of English and very little French. 

They expected the Japanese to arrive in 36 hours. 
What, I asked, did they intend to do then? A shrug of 
the shoulder. But hadn’t the Japanese been ruthless with 
Christians as well as Chinese? Did they expect the in¬ 
vader to respect the French flag on the Church spire? 
They agreed that there had been “unfortunate” atroc¬ 
ities, that some missionaries had already been killed, 
but they would stay with their parishioners. I admired 
their courage. When I bade them good-bye the next 
day, thanking them for their hospitality, one of them 
said: “I hope we meet again on earth. If not, then in 
heaven.” 

We started out at 1:30 p.m., after every bag of rice 
had been carried across the river on the backs of the 
porters. As wc left Kiangchow the news was that the 
Japanese were twenty-five miles away, and their 
cavalry even closer. Wc were relieved to have the river 
between us and the enemy. 

We covered sixty li (twenty miles) by evening, walk¬ 
ing all the way, and spent the night at a little village 
called Chi-Shan. 

March 2: We were off early. No soldiers were to be 
seen — only the walking wounded. 

As I walked ahead of the two carts I saw a young lad 
up the line stopping to rest every once in a while. When I 
finally came abreast of him I noticed he was very short 
of breath. He was a mere child of seventeen. On the 
front of his faded blue jacket there was a great stain of 
blood, dark and old. I forced him to stop and examined 
him. He had been shot through the lung a week before, 
and had been left with a badly suppurating wound of 
the upper right anterior chest wall. There was no dress¬ 
ing. The bullet had gone through the lung and come out 
at the back. There was fluid in the pleural cavity up as 
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high as the third rib in front. The heart was displaced 
three inches to the left. The boy had been walking in 
this condition for a week. If I hadn’t seen it myself I 
wouldn’t have believed it possible. I put him up on our 
cart, where he lay coughing painfully as the mule cart 
moved slowly over the rough road enveloped in a cloud 
of dust. 

We made only 20 miles that day with nothing be¬ 
tween us and the Japanese following behind. It was a 
decidedly draughty sensation. 

March 3: Today we came to the city of Ho-Chin. It 
was filled with the provincial troops of General Yen 
Shi 1 Shan. We had caught up with the army! We heard 
that the American Presbyterian Hospital had left 
the city a month ago. One week after the mission left 
500 wounded men arrived from the north. There was 
no hospital here to give them treatment. 

I found the only “doctor” in a “shop.” He was a 
combined doctor, dentist, druggist — in fact, a quack. 
His shop was filled with wounded waiting for dressings 
for which he charged a dollar each. He charged me SI 
for a small roll of gauze worth 50 cents. 

Among the provincial troops there seemed to be 
no organization. We learned that some refused to obey 
their officers. There were charges that the old-line of¬ 
ficers had cheated soldiers out of their pay, which was 
little enough - $6 a month with food and uniform. We 
were told some of the troops hadn’t been paid for 
months. ... A mess! 

March 4: Today is my birthday — my 4Sth. Last year 
in Madrid, this year in Ho-Chin. China. I celebrated 
by dressing wounded soldiers (arms and hands), finding 
that the only wounded around had nothing but neg¬ 
lected minor in juries, and that all others had died on the 
way. I also walked about the town seeing the “sights” 
— vendors selling live carp in water buckets, blade pigs 

1 Tins is Bcthunc's spelling. The correct spelling is Hsi. 
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with big. floppy ears, barkless dogs, houses with white 
.paper windows, lousy k'angs. 

March 5: Today we left Ho-Chin for the village of 
Shen Chien Shen on the east bank of the Yellow River. 
We heard before leaving that the Japanese had burnt 
to the ground the villages we had passed through 36 
hours earlier. 

We set out late. At 9 p.m., in the pitch dark, we 
marched down to the river bank. There we came across 
an unforgettable sight. In the light of a dozen fires 
5,000 men were collected, with trucks, mules, horses, 
artillery and great piles of stores —all waiting to cross 
the river into Shensi. The steep, wall-like mountainside 
rising above the encampment shone with the reflected 
glow of the fires. The river was a loud, rushing torrent 
between high cliffs. Ice floes swept by. clashing against 
each other far out on the dark surface. The whole scene 
was wild and fantastic. 

March 6: We finally slept at midnight, lying on top 
of the rice bags beside the river. We were up at five in 
the morning, greeted by a cold, overcast dawn. There 
are only four junks to carry us over the river. That 
means it will take at least four days. We hear that the 
Japanese are now only ten miles away. 

March 7: The Chinese officer in charge of the ferrying 
operations put us on the first junk to leave the bank. 
It was about fifty feet by twenty-five, with 100 men on 
board, field artillery, mules, baggage. We were swept 
swiftly downstream for half a mile, past the spot where 
about one thousand wounded were being collected, till 
a naked boy jumped overboard with a pole anchor, 
slowing us down. Then the men working the junk 
worked it out of the main current and slowly manoeu¬ 
vred us to the opposite bank. 

The west bank was strongly fortified, with many 
troops, good trenches and dugouts. I saw several bat¬ 
teries of field guns. The troops looked good. They had 
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a sense of order, discipline and efficiency. They were 
dressed in dusty, faded uniforms, the colour of the soil 
which has stained them for months. The equipment 
looked good too — many automatic rifles, both light and 
heavy machine-guns, stick hand grenades. 

We marched to a nearby village and occupied a 
deserted house. I opened two cans of chipped beef for 
our midday meal. The last sight I remember was the 
great red horse belonging to Chu Teh. He had loaned it 
to Captain Evans Carlson, 2 the U. S. military attache 
who had been inspecting the North Shansi front some 
time ago. Carlson had left it in charge of our commander 
to be returned to Chu Teh ... 

We heard the Japanese had readied Ho-Chin one day 

after we left it. Well, we beat them to it-However, 

the river is rising and I am afraid many men will be 
captured tomorrow on the east bank when the Japanese 
reach the river. Ho-Chin is only five miles away. We 
are expecting a battle on the river bank. It is raining 
and cold. 

March 8: Our fears were well founded. At 4 p.m. 
yesterday the Japanese cavalry reached the river. I led 
a party down to the river to get the remainder of our 
supplies from the beach when the enemy announced his 
presence on the opposite bank by opening machine-gun 
fire on us. The bullets slapped into the water one 
hundred yards away. We scrambled up the bank into a 
trench and from there could plainly see the enemy on 
the opposite side. We decided on a dash across a piece 
of open land. Here they fired on us again. We threw 
ourselves down on the ground, the bullets kicking up 
dust uncomfortably close. When I looked up I saw to 
my horror that we were lying directly in front of one of 
our own field guns fifty feet away. We scrambled out 
of the way with remarkably little loss of time. I 

= Later, Lieutenant Colonel Carlson, commjndcr ot the famed "Carlson’s 
Raiders” of the U.S. Marines. 
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discovered, in the process, that the Japanese can shoot 
accurately. ... 

We hear that the force facing us across the river is 
made up of twenty thousand Japanese, including four 
or five hundred cavalry, several batteries of field guns, 
and infantry. Most of our supplies have gotten across. 
I dressed many wounded men. I have seen no army 
doctors. Where are they? I have discovered the medical 
officer of each division in the Kuomintang army will 
only treat the men of his own division and no other. 
Madness! 

It is the coldest night so far, with two inches of snow 
on the ground. We have found ourselves a cave which 
is snug and warm, but I pity the troops lying outside in 
the snow without protection. There is nothing to eat in 
the village but millet. 

A little while ago the Japanese artillery arrived on 
the opposite bank and is now shelling us without let-up. 
Ours is replying. The noise of the explosions echoes back 
and forth weirdly between the mountains. A Japanese 
shell has blown the top off a house three hundred feel 
away, but they can't hurt us. Our cave is dug in the side 
of a hill and goes forty feet underground. 

I have found a supply of drugs abandoned by some 
scoundrel of a medical officer — bottles of tincture of 
Camphor Compound, digitalis, adrenaline, silk sutures, 

syringes, ampules of cocaine. 

March 9: Woke this morning to hear one of our 
Chinese soldiers singing the Marseillaise. A strange 
reveille on the banks of the Yellow River. During the 
morning a child took convulsions and the mother rushed 
out of the cave, calling the child s name loudly — to 
bring back his soul which had temporarily, she believed, 
left his body. Demons and the Marseillaise! 

March 10: Today we set out on foot for Sian — two 
hundred and twenty five miles away. Lee was amazing. 
Now only thirty-two, he was once a rickshaw man in 
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Shanghai and was on the Great Trek. He has legs like 
trees. When we reached Hancheng he was still com¬ 
paratively fresh. 

It was a fine day for marching, and the country 
looked good, with wheat up about four inches. 

We kept the river on the right of our line of march. 
We passed many students on the road from the Uni¬ 
versity of Linfen. About three thousand of them had 
scattered south and west before the Japanese. Some had 
been caught and killed, some had died of cold in the 
mountains. Many of those we met were eager to make 
their way to the University at Ycnan run by the 8th 
Route Army. 

We reached the city of Hancheng at five in the after¬ 
noon, entering through the west gate of the high wall. 
I, for one, wasn’t sorry to make it. 

March 22: A hectic time, and not a moment to write! 
We stayed more than a week in Hancheng, waiting for 
trucks to arrive from Sian. What a week! I worked 
among the wounded and was besieged by civilian 
patients. I treated pulmonary tuberculosis, ovarian cyst, 
gastric ulcer — everything. After a few days’ work at a 
military base hospital situated in a temple, the chief 
surgeon and entire nursing staff offered to come up to 
Ycnan with us. Of course we couldn’t take them. On 
March 19th the trucks finally arrived and we set out for 
Sian, two hundred miles away. We made the trip in two 
days, and we are here now. I’ve met Agnes Smedley, a 
remarkable woman. She has been working hard to get 
supplies to the hospitals in Ycnan. The first thing I did 
in Sian was go to the bath house. The ineffable bliss of 
a hot bath — my first in a month! 

In four days we leave for Yenan 
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The truck drove through the pocked hills, came out on 
a road that twisted sharply downwards, and there, on a 
pancake plain at the junction of three valleys. Bethune 
saw the city. 

Yenan at last! 

Here were the men. still unknown to most of the 
outside world, who three years ago had been a remnant, 
a small band cut to pieces, but whose words now 
resounded throughout China with prophetic impact. 
Here, while the outside world still ignored it or 
wondered, the most complex political development of 
the twentieth century had unfolded: an autonomous 
region led by Marxist revolutionaries within the frame¬ 
work of scmifcudal. semicolonial China. 

In the center of the city a delegation was waiting to 
receive him. It was headed by a short, merry-looking 
American who pumped Bethune’s hand vigorously. He 
introduced himself as Dr. Ma Hai-teh. Bethune had heard 
of him as an American who had come to China a few 
years before, had changed his name, married a Chinese, 
learned to speak the language llucntly, and become a 
medical adviser to the 8th Route Army in Yenan. 

At the military and administrative headquarters of 
the Special Region, word of Bethune’s arrival preceded 
him. He was impressed by the air of expectancy in 
which Dr. Ma conducted him on a tour of army and 
government offices. 

“We’ve been worrying our heads off ever since we 
first got the reports that you were lost after leaving Hong 
Kong,” Dr. Ma told him. “You can’t realize how much 
everyone here has been looking forward to your coming. 
A surgeon with your background! And your experience 
in Spain! We’ve been sending telegrams all over the 
place, trying to find out what had happened to you. By 
God, how we need you!’’ 
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After the first round of interviews, Bethune was taken 
to his quarters —a cave in the nearby hills. It was the 
size of a large room in a Canadian home, furnished 
with a k'ang stove-bed and a small table. 

His first day in Yenan was a stimulating experience. 
His diary entry for that day read: 

Although Yenan is one of the oldest towns in all 
China, it strikes me immediately as one of the best-run. 
In Hankow I found confusion, indecision, depressing 
signs of bureaucracy and inefficiency. In Yenan there 
is a sense of confidence and purpose in administrative 
circles. In the towns and cities I passed through on my 
way here I became accustomed to the sights of semi¬ 
feudalism — filthy dwellings, polluted streets, people in 
rags. Here, among the ancient structures, the streets are 
clean, teeming with people who seem to know where 
they’re going. There is no sewage system, but there is 
obviously an organized disposal of sewage. 

In contrast to the rest of China, the Special Region ad¬ 
ministration is developing an over-all program dovetail¬ 
ing social reform with organization of the Region’s 
capacities to make war against the Japanese. There is a 
University, attracting thousands of students from other 
areas. There is a newly created Medical Training School 
designed to furnish the army with medical personnel. 
There is a growing hospital, and though medical 
facilities are primitive, the government here has 
introduced free medical treatment for all ! 

With the influx of students and others who had 
flocked to the support of the anti-Japanese base, the 
population of Yenan had increased from 3000 to 30,000. 
The administration had solved the problem by organ¬ 
izing the residents into groups to build comfortable cave 
homes in the surrounding hills' where Bethune now 
lived. Since the food supply was poor, a ration system 
had been introduced to portion out available supplies 
equitably, with soldiers at the front granted twice the 
civilian ration. 


Though the Communists were in undisputed leader¬ 
ship, Kuomintang and other elements were encouraged 
to join in the administration. Above all, there was an 
unmistakable sense of combined effort to halt the in¬ 
vaders, untrammeled by the restrictions and intrigues 
Bethune had observed in the south. The Special Region, 
it was emphasized everywhere in Yenan, followed a 
deliberate policy of providing a model to the rest of the 
country on how to weld all sections of the people into a 
common front against the enemy. 

On the evening of his second day in Yenan Bethune 
met the man chiefly responsible for the strategy which 
had culminated in the establishment of the Special 
Region and the new Border Region of Chin-Cha-Chi in 
the Japanese rear. 

That night, at 11 o’clock, he was invited to a confer¬ 
ence with Mao Tse-tung, leader of China’s Communists. 

The interview took place in an ordinary house, on a 
dark street. Besides Bethune and Mao those present 
were Dr. Chiang, Chief Medical Officer of the 8th Route 
Army, and an interpreter. 

As Bethune entered Mao stood up and greeted him 
cordially. He was tall, well built, with jet-black hair 
parted in the center of a leonine head. His handclasp 
was firm, his smile gentle, his eyes calm and appraising. 
They stood with clasped hands for a moment, examining 
cadi other in the candlelight. At a gesture from Mao 
they sat down at opposite sides of a table that stood in 
the center of the bare room. Apart from the table the 
only furnishings were half a dozen chairs, the usual 
k’ang, and several well-stocked bookshelves. While Mao 
exchanged some words with the interpreter Bethune 
studied him closely. He was surprised to find that the 
few interviews with Mao published in America had 
failed to transmit a complete image of the man and had 
prepared him for something quite different. After the 
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first hour of conversation this initial feeling deepened. 
In the flickering candlelight, listening to the soft, low- 
pitched voice and the searching questions, he received 
an overwhelming impression of the Communist leader 
as a man of deep culture, a poet who could express 
himself in sharp political terms, a complex individual 
in whom a thousand different facets were geared 
together so smoothly that he thought and spoke with the 
utmost simplicity. 

Mao opened the interview by politely soliciting 
Bethune’s views about Spain. Though at first he confined 
himself to questions, it was soon apparent that he had 
detailed information on the course of the Spanish war 
and political trends inside Spain. He knew the names 
of all the Loyalist political and military leaders, asking 
about Modesto, Lister, La Pasionaria, Diaz, Negrin and 
Del Vayo. In the end he expressed the opinion that 
Hitler and Mussolini could be expected to step up their 
shipments of men and supplies to Spain in an attempt to 
bring the protracted war to a quick decision. 

From Spain Mao turned the conversation to China and 
to the medical needs of the front, asking Bethune’s 
opinions in a manner that suggested they would receive 
the most careful attention. 

It seemed to him. Bethune said, that the best way lie 
could help was by setting up mobile operating units to 
function close to the front and to take care of the seri¬ 
ously wounded. 

Mao thought for a moment, then asked if Bethune 
had brought any equipment of his own. 

Yes. He had brought enough equipment for a mobile 
unit along the lines he had suggested. 

Mao rose and began to pace the floor. 

“A mobile operating unit.” he mused. “Functioning 
close to the front. . .. Yes, that would be good. It would 
be good for our fighters to know they would receive 
immediate treatment for their wounds.” 
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During his conversation with Dr. Ma earlier in the 
day Bethune had learned that the army’s medical 
services, in the Western sense, were practically non¬ 
existent because of lack of equipment, medical supplies 
and personnel. Now he began to question Mao. 

Were there any mobile operating units now function¬ 
ing with the 8th Route Army? 

The answer was none. 

What happened then to the seriously wounded? 

Unfortunately, Mao replied, too many died, since 
there were no facilities for treating them. 

“But they can be saved,” Bethune declared. It could 
be done, he held, with mobile units, proper equipment 
and prompt treatment. Dr. Ma had informed him there 
wasn’t a single case of abdominal perforation in any of 
the base hospitals. To Bethune that indicated not that 
there weren’t such cases at the front, but that they didn’t 
reach the base hospitals. In short, they died before they 
got there. 

Mao nodded. 

“I have seen similar examples in Spain,” Bethune 
continued. “From my experiences there I am positive 
that seventy-five per cent of such cases would recover if 
operated on immediately. That’s why I firmly believe 
in the need for mobile operating units near the front. 

Mao looked up with sharp interest. “Seventy-five per 
cent? Where so few now survive you think seventy-five 
per cent can be saved? That is the correct figure? 

“Yes. Seventy-five per cent.” 

Mao’s mind seemed to shut like a trap on the figure. 
It was as if the whole conversation now turned about 
this single, central fact. “Then it is clear, he said with 
decision. “You will organize the mobile operating unit 
at once.” 

“Good,” Bethune said with satisfaction, pleased that 
his plan had been approved so quickly. He would write 
to the China Aid Council in New York immediately, he 



said, to inform them of the decision and ask them to 
finance the work. Before leaving America he had been 
assured of a steady flow of funds. He would now propose 
that they send at least $1000 a month. 

With the practical question of Bethune’s immediate 
future work agreed upon, the conversation turned back 
to Spain, to Bethune’s work there, the latest develop¬ 
ments in blood transfusion, the problem of introducing 
Bethune’s methods in the technically backward areas of 
the Chinese interior, the possibilities of storing blood 
without modern refrigeration facilities, the international 
situation, China’s internal politics, the course of the 
war against Japan. Mao, particularly intrigued by 
Bcthunc’s experiment in the storing of blood in cold 
streams behind the front, explored the possibilities of 
using it in China. 

As for China, he went on to explain, the Communist 
program for resistance to the Japanese invasion was not 
based on desperation or mere defiance. Victory was a 
practical possibility as well as an indispensable condi¬ 
tion for internal progress. It was because the Communist 
program clearly indicated the road to victory and cor¬ 
responded to the needs and desires of the people that it 
was so easily grasped and was winning increased sup¬ 
port. In the Kuomintang regime at Hankow there were 
still powerful elements which, because of their vested 
interests, were more inclined to accommodation with the 
Japanese than to anti-Japanese collaboration with the 
Communists. But the Chinese people, because of the 
special development of the social and national libera¬ 
tion struggle under Sun Yat-scn and since, were not a 
helpless people but an armed people. The people’s will 
to resist was powerful enough to isolate the traitorous 
groups and to prevent capitulation. Even the deep- 
rooted anti-Communist prejudices of the Kuomintang 
leadership, and certain unfortunate ambiguities in its 
policies, could not destroy the people’s urgent demand 


for a united, national prosecution of the war. As far as 
the military situation was concerned, it too was follow¬ 
ing a discernible pattern. In terms of modern, equipped 
armies the Japanese were superior. In terms of the 
larger complex of factors which would ultimately decide 
the issue, namely, morale, human resources, conscious 
political understanding, over-all potential, national 
unity, geography, China was superior. At the moment, 
and for some time to come, the Japanese might win 
temporary military victories, but in the end China 
would defeat the invader. The Japanese strategy 
required a quick war. the Chinese a long one. 1 he 
Japanese were unable to win a quick decision; in a long 
war the Chinese people would emerge victorious. 

When the interview was over Bethune was astonished 
to find it was 2 a.m. They had been talking for three 
hours without interruption and Mao looked as fresh and 
alert as when they had started. 

As Mao escorted him to the door he assured Bethune of 
the fullest cooperation of the military command and 
asked that his thanks be conveyed to Bethune s friends 
in America. Their support, he told him. was a striking 
example of solidarity, of friendship with the Chinese 
people. He added that China’s fighters would know 
how to remember their friends, and someday, how to 
repay them. He paused, clasping Bethunc’s hand, and 
said suddenly, as if he wanted the point established 
beyond all possibility of doubt: ‘‘And the cases to which 
you referred — the seventy-five per cent represents the 
actual proportion that can be saved?” 

“At the very least,” Bethune said. 

Mao squeezed his hand warmly and the interview 
was over. 

It was almost morning when Bethune finished writing 
in his diary of his meeting with Mao and the agreement 
that he set up the first mobile operating unit in China. 
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Me had returned to his cave directly after the interview, 
elated, anxious to record the details of his meeting 
before they slipped from his mind. He sat on the k’ang, 
his typewriter perched on his knees, a candle burning 
low on a bench beside him, and concluded his account: 

As I sat in the bare room opposite Mao, listening to 
his calm comments, I thought back to the Long March, 
to Mao as he and Ghu Teh had led the Communists on 
the great trek from the south — six thousand miles 1 to 
the loess country of the hills. It was their strategy then 
that made it possible for their strategy now to harass 
the Japanese by guerrilla warfare, to nullify the effects 
of the invaders’ superior equipment, and to save China. 
I now know why Mao impresses everyone who meets 
him the way he does. The man is a giant! He is one of 
the great men of our world. 


35 

Bethune spent three weeks in Yenan. During that 
time his equipment and supplies arrived from Sian, and 
a fellow Canadian, Dr. Richard Brown, arrived from 
Hankow. Dr. Brown was a young Canadian doctor 
attached to the Methodist Mission Hospital at Hankow. 
Stirred by the news of the guerrilla fighting in the north 
he had taken a three-month leave of absence from his 
mission hospital to help the Border Region. He was a 
skilled surgeon, spoke Chinese fluently, and he and 
Bethune took to one another immediately. For the work 
he envisaged ahead of him. Bethune estimated he 
needed at least a dozen skilled medical assistants. He 
was grateful that he at least had Dr. Brown. 

On April 24 they set out for a tour of the hospitals at 
the front two hundred miles north of Yenan. From there, 
the 8th Route Army had decided, he would move east- 

1 The official Chinese Communist version gives the figure as 8000 
circuitous miles. 
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ward into the military district known as Chin-Cha-Chi. 
This was the district which covered big sections ( 100.000 
square miles) of the adjoining provinces of Shansi. 
Chahar and Hopei, where the partisans held the 
Japanese at bay and a United Front government func¬ 
tioned as an autonomous unit of the Special Border 
Region. Dr. Ma had considered going along with 
Bethune, but he was needed at ^ enan, and after some 
discussion it was decided that he should remain as liaison 
representative between the unit and Ycnan. 

The first lap of the trip north was made by truck, 
with a guard of twelve soldiers, over a hard-surfaced 
dirt road. 

A few hours out of Yenan [Bethune wrote] the road 
banks upward steeply among the hills. At a town called 
Yen Ping we passed two oil wells. Further on. running 
along the road, we saw open seams of high grade 
anthracite coal. Some day. this area, industrialized, will 
become one of the richest spots on earth. 

One hundred miles north of Yenan. at Suiteh. the 
road came to an end and they had to continue on 
foot, transferring their equipment to pack mules. They 
trekked one hundred and fifty miles to a hospital at 
Pan Tang, then to a base hospital at Hu Chia Ch uan. 
From Hu Chia Ch’uan he sent his first report to the 
China Aid Council: 

We are now working in Hu Chia Ch uan. a little 
village of about fifty houses. We are twenty li (CVa miles) 
west of the Yellow River, and about seventy-five miles 
south of the Great Wall. The country is wild and 
mountainous. From Mi Shih — the end of the road for 
trucks — we came on foot, with thirteen mules carrying 
our supplies. On our best day we covered twenty-five 
miles. It took us six days in all, mostly through treeless 
country, except in the bottoms of the valleys where a few 
willows grow. 

There are 175 wounded here, scattered among the 
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houses. This is what is meant by a “hospital” here. It 
would break your heart to see them — lying on the brick 
k'angs with only a little straw beneath them. Some 
have no coverlets — none have blankets. This country is 
so cold at night that we fortunate ones in the Unit are 
glad to have our feather-filled sleeping bags to sleep in. 

The wounded are crawling with lice. They all have 
only one uniform, and that they have on. It is filthy with 
the accumulated dirt of nine months’ fighting. Their 
bandages have been washed so often they are now noth¬ 
ing but dirty rags. Three men, one with the loss of both 
feet through frost-bite gangrene, have no clothes at all to 
wear. There is only a coverlet for them. Their food is 
boiled millet — that’s all. All are anaemic and underfed. 
Most of them are slowly dying of sepsis and starvation. 
Many have tuberculosis. 

We must help these people. They have fought for the 
salvation of China and the liberation of Asia. Can we 
not raise the money to keep our Unit from being an ex¬ 
pense to the hard-pressed Sth Route Army? I have 
calculated the monthly expenses of our Unit to be $1,250 
(Chinese dollars) a month. At the last rate of exchange 
this would be less than $400 (U.S.A.). 

In his diary he wrote: 

The military situation is bad. Not in this region but 
in the rest of China. Here in the north it is believed 
Hankow will be taken within a month or two at the 
latest. 

I have received a cable from the Manchester Guardian 
of England asking me to supply them with some ar¬ 
ticles. Wonderful! We can use the money for supplies. 

I don’t know when I ll be able to find time to write 
articles —it seems I can hardly find time to write my 
reports to Ma and Mao Tse-tung. But I must find the 
time! 

Early in June they were on the move again to other 
hospitals at Hsing Hsien and Lan Hsing. At the end of 
the month their tour was completed. It was now six 


months since Bethune had left Canada, and he had re¬ 
ceived no word from the China Aid Council. 1 He sent 
another cable of inquiry to New York, wrote a final 
report to Mao Tse-tung on the hospitals he had visited, 
and set out for Chin-Cha-Chi. 

What was Chin-Cha-Chi? How had it developed? 
How did it manage to survive behind enemy lines? Who 
were its people? 

In a long article Bethune recorded his firsthand 
impressions: 2 

Here is a region, in the interior of North China, 
completely surrounded by the Japanese Army, which 
holds all the railways and main lines comprising its 
roughly-shaped 100,000 square miles of territory with 
its population of 13,000.000 people. It has the first 
United Front Government in China. Because it is the 
presage of the future development of China, it becomes 
of the greatest importance that its history and the story 
of its formation be known. 

After the Japanese invasion of northern China and 
the start of the major Sino-Japanese War on July 7, 
1937, eastern Hopei Province and Peiping were captured. 
The enemy drive was to the west and south. 'I hey were 
soon in possession of the principal railways of Hopei. 
Chahar and later of Shansi provinces. I he Provincial 
troops of these provinces were either defeated or retired. 
The local provincial and municipal government of¬ 
ficials soon followed suit. Their authority disappeared. 
The principal cities on the Pciping-Ticntsin line, the 
Peiping-Shih Chia Chuan. the Peiping-Ta Tung and la 
Tung-Tai Yuan lines were in possession of the enemy. 

The Japanese were confident. They announced a great 
victory. Their campaign to capture North China seemed 

1 Unknown to Bethune, most of his cables and letters to the China Aid 
Council were blocked or delayed in transit through Kuomintang China, and 
similarly with the Council's communications to him. Thus he was never to 
know the actual extent to which the Council sent aid to northern China. 

2 This is an abridgment. 
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successful. They held most of the major cities, all the 
railway centers, all the highway centers. Garrisons were 
placed in all the large towns and they continued their 
drive south, apparently undefeatable. They openly held 
the Chinese troops in contempt. They swaggered 
through the captured Chinese towns. 

In the fall of 1937, the Chinese troops in Hopei, 
Shansi and Chahar were composed of widely scattered 
and independently acting units to a total strength of 
approximately 25,000 men. There was no central 
military command. There were no attempts to organize 
the villagers, to organize partisan warfare on a large 
scale. 

Then a unit of 8th Route Army troops under General 
Nieh Yung-chen came into eastern Shansi and western 
Hopei. General Nieh was one of the Communists’ most 
brilliant strategists. He established his headquarters in 
the great Wutai Mountain range, the massive backbone 
of what is now Chin-Cha-Chi. He sent out his army 
commanders and political leaders to mobilize the people 
into partisan detachments, to operate in the rear of the 
enemy and on his flanks, to co-ordinate their activities 
with those of the army. 

Soon it was possible to deal the Japanese a disastrous 
blow. Nieh let the Japanese move south, taking towns 
and railway centers virtually unopposed. Then suddenly 
the Sth Route Army and the forces it had gathered 
together struck the enemy from the rear in the vicinity 
of Ping Hsin. in Shansi. The Japanese were put to rout. 
It was a Chinese victory of the greatest importance, the 
first great victory of the war. 

Now General Nieh approached the remaining govern¬ 
ment officials and asked for their co-operation in estab¬ 
lishing a stable government for the region. He suggested 
that the government be a United Front government based 
on the common aim of the defeat of the Japanese and 
the improvement of the people’s lives. 
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A representative committee of five was formed on 
December 29, 1937, to prepare plans for such a govern¬ 
ment. This committee decided to summon a conference 
of all people’s organizations and of the military forces 
of the region (Shansi, Hopei and Chahar). This now 
famous conference met at Fu Ping on January 10, 1938. 

Here, for the first time in the history of China, there 
sat down together government officials, both of the 
provincial government and the Kuomintang; military 
leaders of the Central Government troops and the 8th 
Route Army; delegates of workers, mass organizations, 
Peasants’ Union, unions of women and of youth, and 
representatives of the Communist party. 

There were 146 delegates in all. It was a true dem¬ 
ocratic parliament. In the old days a handful of men 
had decided the future of 13.000.000 people. Now the 
people decided themselves. The people s mass organiza¬ 
tions represented between them almost three million 
members. 

The Conference elected a nine-man Administrative 
Committee to govern the region which was then named 
Chin-Cha-Chi. This administrative Committee was in 
reality a cabinet, with ministers of education, internal af¬ 
fairs, agriculture, industry, etc. Its two military represent¬ 
atives were Generals Nicli and Lu. General Nich was 
elected supreme military commander. Of the nine Com¬ 
mittee members only Nich and Lu were Communists. 

How are the partisans and troops of Chin-Cha-Chi 
supplied with arms? One of the ironies of this war is 
that the Chinese are fighting the Japanese mainly with 
Japanese-captured weapons and supplies. My own 
outfitting is an example. My fur cap, horse and boots 
are Japanese. 

There arc now between 125.000 and 175.000 soldiers 
of the various armies, partisans and volunteers to arm, 
clothe, feed and hospitalize when sick and wounded. 
The cost of government is probably the lowest in the 
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history of Chinese governments. For example. Sung 
Chao Wen, Chairman of Chin-Cha-Chi (formerly a 
high Kuomintang official in Shansi) now receives the 
sum of $20 a month. The pay of the soldiers and parti¬ 
sans is SI a month. General Nieh’s salary is $5 a month. 
. . . Kuomintang officials receive salaries ranging from 
$250 to $2000 a month (not including the graft which 
seems to have become an integral part of so many 
Kuomintang officials lives). In Chin-Cha-Chi there is 
no graft! 

What is a partisan? He is a worker — in uniform. He 
is usually a peasant farmer. He is strong, tough, ac¬ 
customed to hardship and little or no food for long 
intervals. Exposure to all kinds of weather since child¬ 
hood has made him indifferent to heat or cold. He has 
been made aware of the danger to his beloved country 
spread from mouth to mouth through the villages as yet 
untouched by Japanese planes or guns or bayonets. He 
is told how he can help. The causes of the war are ex¬ 
plained to him. The causes of all wars are explained to 
him. He is urged to unite with his fellow workers. He 
joins a mass organization. He is taught to read and 
write. 

He may join the Volunteer Guards and be given an 
old rifle or a rude spear and sent to patrol the roads, to 
guard bridges and keep a sharp eye open for suspected 
traitors. 

If he joins the Volunteer Guards he may not leave 
the district in which he lives. He may even carry on 
part-time work. Or he may go directly into a partisan 
detachment where he is given military training, a 
uniform and arms. His attitude to his uniform is the 
same as all guerilla fighters. He wears it when he 
is ordered to. He takes it off when he is ordered to —and 
may infiltrate the enemy’s lines looking like an innocent 
farmer. His pay is the same as that of a regular soldier 
although his role is a different one. . . . 
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The Japanese now hold twenty-five large towns or 
cities on the fringes of Chin-Cha-Chi. But the partisans 
have been successful in preventing them from utilizing 
the resources of the countryside. 

Everywhere in Chin-Cha-Chi the people are taught 
the meaning of their struggle in relation to the rest of 
China and the rest of the world. At every mass organiza¬ 
tion meeting, at the regular meetings held by the parti¬ 
sans and the 8th Route Army troops, the over-all strat¬ 
egy is explained. Chin-Cha-Chi is today the most decisive 
battle area in China. If the Japanese are bled to death 
here it will help thwart their plans to conquer all of 
China. 

It should be clear that the mass movements of Chin- 
Cha-Chi have been organized on broad United Front 
principles. Thus, the co-operation of local governments 
and theKuomintang was always appealed to first, before 
Communist organizers entered a district. The three 
principles of Sun Yat-scn, abandoned by theKuomintang 
since 1927, arc the basis of the combined Chin-Cha-Chi 
Kuomintang-Communist program. These three prin¬ 
ciples of democracy, nationalism and improvement in 
the people’s livelihood arc now being put into practice. 
The feudal system is being destroyed. Taxes and rents 
have been lowered. Illiteracy is being liquidated. No 
effort is made to confiscate property (except in the cases 
of puppet generals and traitor landlords), no effort to 
abolish the capitalistic system. The socialist revolution 
is not a slogan for the moment, but for the future, first, 
the Communists hold, the common enemy must be 
defeated and feudalism rooted out. . . . 

Now the Japanese have decided on a new tactic. They 
have brought their separate commands in Shansi. Hopei 
and Chahar under one North China Expeditionary 
Force headquarters. Having failed by frontal attacks, 
and by trying to ape partisan methods, they arc organiz¬ 
ing a complete encirclement of the Wutai Mountain 

237 



area, the main base of the 8th Route Army in Chin- 
Cha-Chi. 

The Chin-Cha-Chi Region is isolated from the rest of 
China. Yet here a great flame of determination to resist 
the Japanese is burning in the hearts of the people, and 
with that is emerging the vision of a new democratic 
Chinese Republic. This Region is the hope and presage of 
the future China, free at last from the grasp of foreign 
imperialism and domestic corruption and reaction. 
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Bethune had arrived in Chin-Cha-Chi at the begin¬ 
ning of June. “Now,” he wrote in one of the many 
letters never to reach the outside world, 1 “I am in the 
centre of the centre of the war. Now I can truly taste 
the strange, exalted flavor of this stupendous struggle.” 

The novelty of being inside Japanese lines, yet in free 
territory, wore off quickly, however. To meet the enemy 
at the front one day, to sting him and retreat the next, 
to vanish into the mountains, to attack him suddenly in 
the rear, to buzz like a wasp about his supply lines, to 
govern territory a few miles from his advance posts — 
that was the special character of the war in the north. 
It was a quality that exhilarated Bethune. Working 18 
hours a day, he gave up shaving and let his beard grow. 

For three weeks after the unit’s arrival at Wu Tai 
Shan 2 he divided his time between the subdistrict’s 
three base hospitals at Hopei Tsun, Ho Hsi Tsun and 
Sheng Yin Kou. 

He made the rounds of the base hospitals, checking on 
all the staffs, methods of treatment, facilities, supplies. 
In the evenings, after the work of the day was done, he 

1 Carbon copies of Bethunc's letters were among his papers. 

? A subdistrict of Chin-Cha-Chi. in the area of the Wurai mountains 
in Shansi, where General Nich then had his headquarters 
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drafted medical charts, studied his notes, wrote detailed 
reports for General Nieh and Yenan. 

His findings, when he pieced them together in his 
reports, brought him to a (hilling conclusion. In the West¬ 
ern sense, there were no real hospital facilities for the 
8th Route Army and the guerrillas. The “base hospitals" 
had a total of three hundred and fifty beds, but the beds 
weren’t really beds and the hospitals weren't really 
hospitals. The situation was better than he had found it 
at Hu Chia Ch’uan, but here too the wounded lay on 
straw-covered, clay-topped k’angs. There were no 
hospital clothes for patients, so they remained in their 
dirty uniforms. The staffs did what they could, but there 
was no adequately trained personnel among them. 
There were no anesthetics, apart from what he had 
brought, no regular operating rooms, none of the regular 
instruments required for surgery. Bandages were washed 
after use, hung out to dry, then used again. There was 
only homemade thread for stitching up wounds. Medical 
supplies consisted mostly of pills of local manufacture 
and dubious value. Probes were made of wire. For 
tweezers and pincers pieces of iron were used. There 
were no training facilities for doctors or medical at¬ 
tendants of any kind. 

To care for the wounded of Chin-Cha-Chi there were 
available, in the final analysis, only the supplies he had 
brought with him, his own equipment, his own tech¬ 
nical skill. Dr. Brown, five locally trained doctors, and 
the volunteer workers who had little or no training 
but abundant willingness to serve. Then in mid-July 
Brown’s leave of absence ran out and he was forced 
to leave. 

There was a sad leave-taking, both men too moved to 
say much. They had trekked through the mountains 
together, warmed themselves at the same k ang, and 
worked side by side in the crude operating rooms. As 
he set out on the return trip to his mission at Hankow 
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Brown pledged to do his utmost to help Bethune with 
supplies. 

To replace Brown as interpreter. General Nieh now 
sent Bethune a Chinese magistrate who had gone to a 
university in the United States. His name was Tung 
Yueh Chian. He was short, young, plump, good-natured. 
He smiled easily. He had the natural tact of a diplomat. 
His English was picturesque, his knowledge of Chinese 
history and politics immense, his admiration for Bethune 
soon boundless. Within a week Bethune was calling him 
“my other self/’ 

The day after Brown’s departure he sent an urgent 
cable for help to the New York China Aid Council via 
Ycnan: 

Working for past month in Chin-Cha-Chi Military 
District with partisans in rear of Japanese. Averaging 
ten operations a day. Desperately need money and 
medical supplies. Cable one thousand dollars gold Mao 
Tse-tung immediately as supplies can still be bought 
in large cities. 

To Dr. Ma in Yenan, now his main contact with the 
outside world, he sent a request for his X-ray equipment 
which had been left behind and the query: 

Do you think the New York people are getting any 
cables? Perhaps you should forward them to Madame 
Sun Yat-sen. She may get some action. I need help. 
Brown has left. I shall miss him. He was a wonderful 
doctor, and wonderful to talk to. 

An Associated Press Correspondent by the name of 
Haldore Hanson has just come through from Peiping 
and is going south to interview Chu Teh. I told him 
about our work and the need for supplies. I have 
written a long article on this entire area and have given 
it to Hanson to mail when he readies Hankow. 

Nieh has sent me a wonderful interpreter, Tung by 
name, whose English is rather picturesque but who is 
indispensable. I've been picking up some of the 
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language. I never learned a foreign language in my 
life, but it seems I am catching on to Chinese! Can you 
send me a Chinese dictionary and papers or magazines? 

Haven’t seen a newspaper or magazine (American or 
English) for three months. Have any arrived? What’s 
happening in the world? What’s happening in Spain? 
Have you received any news? 

I did eight operations today... I am tired but enor¬ 
mously content.... I see now that I must institute a 
medical course here from the ground up. I shall have to 
do something about blood transfusions. Am using a com¬ 
bination of shouts, tears and smiles to get things done. 

I need an assistant! So much for now. We are travel¬ 
ling a road watered with tears and blood. 

A few days later he journeyed to General Nich s 
headquarters at Chiao Tang Chang in the W utai moun¬ 
tains for a conference on medical work in the district. 

He had looked forward to the meeting with keen 
interest. He had heard that Nieh had studied engineer¬ 
ing in France, attended military school in Russia in the 
days when Dr. Sun Yat-sen had kept China closely 
allied to the Soviet Union, taught at the Kuomintang- 
Communist Whampoa Academy in Canton, and then gone 
over to the Red Army following Chiang Kai-shek s sud¬ 
den attack upon the Communists in 1927. Now only -10, 
he was already a key military leader in the war against 
Japan. At Staff Headquarters in Chiao 'lang Chang. 
Bcthunc was astonished to find the General looked like 
30, with a smooth, youthful face and the manner of a 
man for whom a moment’s idleness was irksome. 

He greeted Bethunc with an expression of extreme 
pleasure. “Other men,’’ he said, “might have given up 
in the face of the conditions you have met here.” 

He had a proposal to submit to Bcthunc, he went on. 
which he thought should be seriously considered. Contact 
with the American committee supporting Bethunc ap¬ 
peared to be a difficult matter. In the meantime, as 
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Bethune had himself indicated in numerous reports, the 
medical needs of the resistance forces were growing 
daily more acute. The Army shared Bethune’s view that 
drastic measures had to be taken. He was therefore sug¬ 
gesting that Bethune officially take over the task of 
instituting a medical system for the regular and partisan 
troops for the entire Chin-Cha-Chi area. Any financial 
aid that arrived from Bethune’s friends in America 
would of course be utilized for his work. Now he would 
operate, if he agreed, not only as a Canadian-American 
representative, but as the medical chief of the 8th Route 
Army in Chin-Cha-Chi and as medical adviser to the 
Chin-Cha-Chi government. 

Bethune had his answer ready before Tung finished 
translating. “I am honoured and feel proud,” he wrote 
later to Dr. Ma. “My title now is: Dr. Norman Bethune, 
Medical Adviser to the Chin-Cha-Chi Military District.” 

His first act in his new role was to draft plans for the 
reorganization of one of the primitive base hospitals as 
a Model Hospital. All the hospitals in the region, he 
had concluded, were inadequate for the needs of the 
army and the partisan detadiments. With the equipment 
he had brought in, and with the crude facilities at hand, 
he felt it possible to set up a hospital with better wards, 
better trained personnel, better care for the patients. 
More than anything else, he reasoned, it would dem¬ 
onstrate by example how to use existing facilities to 
improve the army’s medical services. 

At the end of July, with General Nieh’s enthusiastic 
approval, he called a conference of medical workers. It 
was held at Hopei Tsun. under the chairmanship of Dr. 
Yeh. chief of the Sanitarv Service. Bethune outlined his 
plans, the conference approved them, and it was decided 
to launch a Five-Weeks Campaign to bring the Model 
Hospital into being. 
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For many hours they jogged along the road from Hopei 
Tsun, growing stiff in the saddle. The distance was 90 li 
(30 miles), but the road was only a mule path. 10 feet 
wide. It was deeply rutted, sometimes running between 
high walls of earth and rock, sometimes over rough 
mountains. 

To the north and south the mountains towered steeply 
above the village. To the west, behind them, the great 
Wutai mountain range rose between Shansi and Hopei, 
with the Great Wall running along its crest. To the east 
the valley opened towards still another mountain range 
with its peaks hidden in the clouds. 

Soon they readied the village —a collection of mud 
huts housing two hundred peasants beside a clear-run¬ 
ning, green stream. Though accustomed by now to the 
sudden departures and arrivals of the foreigner with 
the beard and white hair, the villagers came out into 
the dusty street to stand by with their grave and 
dignified air as Bethunc and Tung passed. The hospital 
was theBuddhistTcmplc on a rocky elevation just above 
the village, surrounded by willow and pine trees. As 
they rode up Bethune could hear the doleful drone of a 
priest’s voice intoning the prayer: “Oh, Buddha. I have 
put my trust in thee.” The priests had remained on 
when the Temple was turned into a hospital — “pious 
and obese,” Bethunc described them later in his diary, 
“like the satirical figures of Anatole France’s priests in 
Penguin Island." 

They always give me a feeling of distaste, with their 
fat faces, their unctuous manners, and their unnecessary 
servility. 

Three times a day they chanted their prayers, ac¬ 
companied by bells and gongs. I sniffed the air, know¬ 
ing from the sweet and pungent smell smothering the 
scent of (lowers, that they were burning joss sticks. As 
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I dismounted soldiers' voices were suddenly raised in 
a patriotic song: 

Mayo Chan, We have no rifles, 

Mayo P'ao. We have no guns. 

Dee leng gei The enemy gives us 
Wo men tsao All we have. ... 


The priests chanted of their trust in Buddha, the sol¬ 
diers sang of their trust in other gods. I went into the 
courtyard, delighted as always to see how richly filled it 
was with flowers in bloom. Huge pink water-lilies, like 
fat, slightly breathless dowagers after a solid lunch,hung 
their heavy heads, as big as footballs, over the edges of 
black earthenware tubs. Geraniums, roses, blue bells 
and flox surrounded the ornately painted doorways. 
Small squares of gauze, washed and hung out to dry, 
were spread out on the low orange trees like crumpled 
magnolia blossoms. Some convalescing soldiers sat on 
the temple steps, their bandaged arms and legs in 
attitudes of awkward repose. Nurses scuttled about, 
stepping over the occasional sleeping dog or pig. The 
golden air was filled with the cooing of doves, the 
murmur of the stream below, the wind in the trees. 
Opening on the court were the dark wards, formerly 
the priests’ quarters and guest rooms. 

This was the base hospital in the quiet village of 
Shcng Yin Kou. Tung had said it was “known on no 
map.” But in Bcthune’s sketches and memoranda it 
figured as the site of the Model Hospital he had dreamed 
of, and in five weeks’ time it would become a legendary 
name that future Chinese historians would write into 
the long story of China’s struggle for liberation. 


The Five-Weeks Campaign began with a staff meet¬ 
ing at which specific goals were set, a propaganda meet¬ 
ing for the villagers at which the aim of the campaign 
was explained, and a message of approval from Mao 
Tse-tung. 

Mao’s message came as a telegram to General Nieh 
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which the General forwarded to Sheng Yin Kou. Tung 
brought it to Bethune in great excitement. He waved it 
before the other members of the staff and finally trans¬ 
lated it, with delighted comments, for Bethune. It said: 

Please give Dr. Bethune SI00 every month. Dr. 
Bethune in report to me states that the (Sheng Yin Kou) 
hospital needs some money for reconstruction. I lease 
instruct the hospital to act according to this program. 
Agree that Bethune become medical adviser to army 
and district. Have complete faith in his opinions and 
ability. Act according as you see fit for the good of our 
wounded. Mao Tse-tung. 

In his reply to Mao Bethune reported further on his 
project and brushed aside the suggestion that he be 
paid for his work. 

Mao Tse-tung, 

Military Council, 

8th Route Army, 

Yenan, Shensi 

Replying to your telegram. First, I refuse to accept 
offered SI 00 a month. I have no need of money for 
myself, as all food, clothing, etc., is supplied me. If this 
money has been sent to me personally from America or 
Canada, make a special Tobacco Fund out of it tor 
tobacco and cigarettes for the wounded. I will draw 
from headquarters here, from time to time, what little 

money I need. . 

Second: The abovc-thc-ordinary expenses authorized 

by me in the Base Hospitals arc approximately SI.500. 
This is for materials and labour for the reconstruction 
of the hospital here as a Model Demonstration Hospital 
for the Chin-Cha-Chi District....Approximately SI,000 
a month will be needed in the future. 

Third: Immediate needs are S5.000 worth of medi¬ 
cines. These may be purchased in Peiping. 

Fourth: Please inform me of the sums of money com¬ 
ing in from Canada and the United States so that I may 
know the financial position. 
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Fifth: All the above does not include the larger projects 
for the construction of a permanent hospital, which 
would cost approximately S50,000. These plans for a 
permanent hospital will soon be submitted to you. 
What we are doing is reconstructing with the existing 
materials at hand. 

The campaign proceeded at a whirlwind pace. With 
the help of the villagers Bethune supervised the construc¬ 
tion of an operating theater that was still primitive by 
Western standards, but effective. It was, in any event, 
the first real operating theater the army could boast of 
in the entire District. He organized “clean-up squads” 
to enforce disposal of refuse, food and soiled dressings, 
and to be responsible for maintaining cleanliness in the 
wards. He introduced a system of sanitation, extending 
from fly control to incineration. He designed and had 
built a sterilizer for instruments and dressings. He 
drafted specific and regular duties for nurses, attendants 
and doctors. From among the villagers he recruited a 
number of workers and taught them how to make leg 
and arm splints, stretcher racks, identification discs for 
the patients, special pails for the conservation of food, 
standardized dressing trays. 

He selected a plot of ground outside the hospital, had 
it leveled, installed comfortable seats, and transformed 
it into a Patients’ Recreation Park. An annex to the 
temple that had been a cookhouse he turned into a hall 
for games, lectures, meetings, reading and writing. 

Peasant women volunteered to make up 50 sample 
sets of hospital uniforms, pillows, coverlets and protec¬ 
tive oiled cotton sheets. When they were ready he 
introduced them into a ward whidi was first prepared 
for the new regime by a “bee” of cleaning, whitewashing 
and sterilizing in whidi everybody lent a hand. Sheng 
Yin Kou's patients were the first in Chin-Cha-Chi to 
wear hospital clothes and lie on sheets. 

Under the slogan of “learn while you work" he 


246 



instituted a program of lectures to provide the staff with 
a basic medical background that had formerly been 
available only for a limited number of people at the 
Yenan medical school. The lectures were held in the 
court between five and six in the afternoon every second 
day. While the members of the staff sat cross-legged at 
his feet, following him with concentrated attention, he 
stood before a blackboard, lecturing on anatomy, the 
treatment of wounds, physiology, and so on. illustrating 
swiftly on the blackboard. 

Alongside the program of compulsory lectures he 
founded a school, associated with the hospital, for the 
training of nurses and doctors. He drew up a complete 
curriculum for the school to follow when he was gone, 
and since there were no medical textbooks of any kind 
in all of Chin-Cha-Chi he wrote his own. simplifying it 
with numerous illustrations. He wrote it at a furious 
pace, after the day’s work was done, and had Tung 
translate it into Chinese as he went along. When it was 
published by the Chin-Cha-Chi government it had the 
distinction of being the first medical handbook for 
guerrilla warfare published anywhere in the world. In 
a report to Mao Tse-tung regarding its publication he 
pointed out that it would be sent to all medical workers 
in the District and added laconically: 

If it is successful I will write a further series of booklets 
on public health, preventive medicine, etc. 1 am already 
at work on a fuller and more basic medical textbook of 
200 pages. I expect to complete it in two months. 

In the midst of it all. the race against time, the super¬ 
human labors, the satisfaction of helping, creating, 
leading, he also discovered that there were still things 

to be learned. 

As part of the regular program of the hospital he had 
initiated weekly staff conferences, held every Sunday 
afternoon, at which all the nurses and doctors were 
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present and the problems of the week were discussed. 
The first few conferences had gone well, with criticism 
and suggestions made frankly, and the members of the 
staff, to his gratification, seriously making notes of the 
proceedings. Now the time came when he felt a full- 
dress review of the shortcomings of the staff’s work 
would be received in the proper spirit and would result 
in the necessary improvements. 

The conference readily agreed andBethune dealt with 
the work of each in turn. Dr. Yo, for example, received 
commendation for his encouraging technical ability, but 
criticism for not pressing his sound judgments suffi¬ 
ciently. Dr. Lin, the chief surgeon under Bethune, had 
good technical ability, led all the others in training, was 
always eager to operate, but had to learn to do some of 
the less spectacular routine work in between. Liu, the 
political director, was very energetic, competent, reliable 
and performed his political duties with devotion and 
intelligence. 

As Bethune went down the line, they listened 
attentively, none objecting to the severest criticisms. 
Then it was their turn to assess Bethune's work. 

They spoke easily, like men accustomed to giving and 
taking criticism impersonally. They had nothing but the 
warmest praise for Bethune’s work, for his leader¬ 
ship, for his skill, for the energy with which he drove 
them on constantly to better performance. But when 
they had finished, and Tung had translated, he turned 
to Bethune with a puzzled frown. “There is one more 
thing. They all speak the same critical thought of you. 
But I cannot remember how it can be expressed in 
English.’’ 

“It is a criticism, you say?” 

“Yes.” 

“Of my work?” 

“No, not your work.” 

“Of me personally?” 
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“Yes. Something - an expression they use . . . chi hsin. 

... But in English I cannot find the right word explain¬ 
ing what they mean.” 

Bethune soon found it. It was: ‘ Irascible. 

That night, in the house set aside for him. he recorded 
the incident in his diary: 

Irascible was the word. My “other self, Tung, 
couldn’t find it, but I had no difficulty. I was “irascible.” 
they said, when things didn t go the way they should; 
when they did things incorrectly; when they were 
inefficient. I was asked by each of them to be kinder (in 
my tone of voice) when I found that they did something 
wrong. I promised. Will I never learn? I promised - 
•and fifteen minutes later was being extremely icy to a 
nurse because of crude handling of a dressing. . . . 

He asked Tung to remind me of my promise. 

I answered: “Yes, I remember. But remind him also 

that a life is involved when he’s sloppy. 

I said it quietly, though, and to the nurse I added: 
“It is not up to me to forgive you for a sloppy dressing, 

but to the wounded soldier.” 

The soldier (a bad arm wound - shell splinter) looked 

up at him and said gravely: “I forgive you. 

The nurse almost cried. I don t think I shall ever a\e 
to be “irascible” with him again. And I don t think 1 
shall ever want to be. 


38 

One day a group of 56 wounded was brought across the 
mountains from the north. Supervising their admittance 
Bethune found that most of them, though seriously in¬ 
jured, could be expected to do well after surgery. 
Among them was a soldier who had arrived unconscious 
and remained inert on his k'ang. Bethune examined his 
wounds swiftly, laid his hand against the cold, clammy 
forehead, and instructed Tung to summon a meeting of 
the entire village immediately. 

“Is he dead?” one of the nurses asked. 
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“No. His wounds are not too serious. But he has lost 
a lot of blood.” 

Fifteen minutes later all the villagers were gathered 
outside the temple court. Two hundred men, women 
and children stood silently in the clearing among the 
pine trees. They moved closer together when Bethunc 
came out, followed by attendants bearing the un¬ 
conscious soldier. Bethune directed the attendants to 
lower the soldier before the villagers and studied their 
dark-hued, open faces. 

This was the psychological moment for which he had 
been waiting. Three weeks ago, in the midst of an 
operation, a patient had hemorrhaged badly and he had 
called for a blood donor from among the nurses. No 
one in the operating room had volunteered. He had ex¬ 
plained that a blood transfusion was in no way danger¬ 
ous for the donor, but still they had hung back. Then in 
a towering rage he had cried that the patient’s life 
depended on whether lie could get a blood transfusion 
in the next few minutes. Were they all afraid? Was 
there no one who would offer a pint of his blood to save 
a soldier’s life? “You —” he addressed one of the nurses, 
a solidly built young man —“What about you?” 

The nurse shifted uneasily and hung his head. 

Tung, from behind, plucked his sleeve and whispered 
in a conciliatory voice: “They fail to understand. Per¬ 
haps you could take my blood, and later you could ex¬ 
plain to them. . . .” 

Bethune glared angrily at the nurses and without an¬ 
other word set up the transfusion equipment and with¬ 
drew his own blood. Since he was Universal Group 0, 
there was no necessity for typing the blood of the 
patient. While the others watched, shamefaced, he ad¬ 
ministered the transfusion and completed the operation. 

That had been three weeks ago. Since then the patient 
had mended, and lie had had time to reflect on the 
reasons for the nurses’ failure to volunteer their blood. 



All of his assistants were men whose personal bravery was 
unquestioned. They would pass through the Japanese 
lines if ordered to do so, engage the enemy in the most 
dangerous raids, or go into occupied territory at the risk 
of death. Yet they had been afraid. Not of death, not 
of injury —but of the unknown. The enemy was tangible. 
He had invaded their land and they were prepared to 
go up against him regardless of the cost. But they had 
never seen blood transfused. It was something they 
didn’t understand. 

And what we don't understand [he commented in 
the diary], we fear. They and I and all men. More than 
anything else, it is understanding and knowledge that 
defeats fear. When they saw how I drew my own blood, 
with no ill effects to myself, there was no longer any¬ 
thing mysterious, anything unknown, anything to fear. 
Then they saw how the patient was saved, saw the 
connection and they were ashamed. And my rage at 
them had as little basis as their fear of giving blood. 
What was it Mao Tse-tung said to the writers and 
intellectuals of China? “You can teach the people only 
when you become their pupil.” How profoundly it 
fits. ... To be a better teacher one must be a better 
pupil.. . . 

Now, with a friendly smile, he stood before the 
villagers, and when there was silence, he said to Tung: 
“I would like you to explain to them that I am going 
to demonstrate a blood transfusion and to translate what 
I say as we go along.” He walked to the head of the 
stretcher bearing the wounded soldier, so that he faced 
the crowd, and addressed them directly: 

Here is a soldier of the 8th Route Army. Yesterday 
he was wounded at the front. I*or a day and a night our 
tireless comrades carried him through the mountains, 
and while they carried him, the wounds inflicted on him 
by the enemy remained open and bleeding. Look at 
him. He lies without moving. He seems like the dead, 
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does he not? If we leave him like this he will never open 
his eyes again. 

The villagers pushed forward to look at the still 
form of the soldier. Their faces grew furrowed with 
compassion. 

Now if I said to any one of you living here in Sheng 
Yin Kou that you could save the life of this soldier by 
a simple act, what would you answer? You would 
answer: “Yes, I will do it.” And that is exactly what I 
wish to show you — that you can bring him back to life. 
His eyes are closed, he seems hardly to breathe, and he 
is dying. He is dying, not merely because of his wounds, 
but because through his wounds he has lost so much 
blood. Here in the hospital we can cure his wounds, but 
he cannot live long enough for us to cure him without 
blood. Without seed in the earth, no millet will grow. 
Without blood there is no life in the body. So we must 
give him back the blood he has lost. Then we will be able 
to cure his wounds. Then he will be able to fight the 
enemy again. How shall we get the blood to replace 
what he has lost? By taking it from someone else. When 
we take some from a healthy person they remain well, 
for the healthy body soon replaces it by itself. 

He signaled one of the attendants to bring the trans¬ 
fusion equipment. He sat down on a stretcher beside the 
soldier, saying. “I will show you how easily it is done.” 

As he spoke a figure moved forward hesitantly from 
the ranks of the hospital staff lined up behind him. It 
was the nurse he had angrily challenged to give his 
blood in the operating room three weeks before. The 
nurse moved nervously towards Tung and said to the 
interpreter across the two stretchers: “I beg that the 
blood be taken from me. If Pai Chu En Tungtze will 
permit me, I will be honored to take his place. It is not 
long since he gave blood, and I am young and healthy.” 

Bethune looked up at the nurse with a pleased laugh. 
“The wounded soldier will need more than one trans- 



fusion. I will take a liter from myself and then one from 
you. But we will have to get your blood type established 

first.” 

Bethune unwound the rubber tubing and held up the 
needle at the end. “This is how it is done ” he continued. 
“I sterilize my arm. Then I push the needle into the vein, 
like this. The needle is sharp, but hollow, and through 
the needle the blood flows into the tubing and then into 
the bottle.” 

As the first red spurt of blood stained the bottle held 
up in the sight of all by the attendant there was a gasp of 
astonishment from the villagers. Bethune lay back on 
the stretcher while the bottle filled to 300 cc. I hen he 
swiftly removed the needle from his arm. rolled a piece 
of gauze deftly with one hand and applied it to the 
affected area ol his arm with adhesive. 

He rose and faced the villagers again. "As you see. 
I am the same as before. Now we will reverse things; 
now we let the blood flow into the vein of the soldier. 
With a sureness that had become a reflex action on the 
battlefields of Spain he inserted the needle into the 
soldier’s forearm, taped it on securely, and stepped back, 
holding the bottle high. 

The villagers pressed closer, murmuring among them¬ 
selves, then fell silent. They fixed their eyes on the face 
of the soldier, hardly daring to breathe. They waited in 
apprehension for something to happen, without know¬ 
ing what it would be. A flock of birds flapped overhead 
and wheeled away. The trees swayed gently in the 
breeze, audible in the stillness like a bemused sighing. 

Slowly the blood receded in the bottle. Everyone 
seemed to lean forward, to be pleading mutel> for 
something to happen. Then the soldier's lips moved, he 
grunted, he opened his eyes, he raised his head, he 

looked about him uncertainly, he smiled. 

A great shout rose from the crowd; a shout of joy, 

relief, awe and victory. 
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An old woman came forward, her face leathery and 
lined, her back stooping, her eyes shining. “I am old and 
useless,” she said. ‘‘I will give my blood.” 

Bethunc pressed her arm affectionately and turned to 
the crowd. “When more wounded come, then we will 
need it. Many more will be brought from across the 
mountains. Will you form a volunteer corps of blood 
donors? Will you give blood so that our soldiers can fight 
again? 

The villagers surged towards him. "Wo men gei!” 
they shouted. “Yes, we give!” 

It was the first Volunteer Blood Donor Corps to be 
organized in China. It was followed by similar Volunteer 
Corps in other villages and towns Bethune visited. 


39 

Now, in the fourth week of the Five-Weeks Campaign, 
the goals set by the Hopei Tsun conference had been 
achieved on schedule. The wards had been cleaned up 
and reconstructed, the responsibilities of doctors and 
nurses clearly defined, the new facilities completed and 
put to use. In the old Buddhist temple, what had last 
month been little more than a crude first-aid station 
now fulfilled the standards Bethune had set for the 
Model Hospital. 

In one week it was to be officially dedicated. In the 
meantime Bethune set out for a quick tour of the 
casualty stations in the area, operating, lecturing, dem¬ 
onstrating surgical techniques. 

On the fifth day. on his swing bade to Sheng Yin Kou, 
the caravan stopped at Shiao Tang Chang, where a 
message was waiting for him to report to General Nich 
at once. Expecting some serious news he was surprised 
to find the General's room prepared for tea with a 
charming woman present as hostess. She was the 


General’s wife, passing through on her way to a confer¬ 
ence of some women's organizations of Chin-Cha-Chi. 
They spent a pleasant half-hour conversing via Tung. 

When Mrs. Nieh left, the General’s manner changed. 
Suddenly his face became stern and he began speaking 
quickly to Tung, walking back and forth as he spoke. 
Tung found it hard to keep up with him trying to 
translate. 

“The first point to be discussed,” said Nieh, “is Dr. 
Bethune’s total disregard for his health and his safety,” 

Bethune started to protest but the General waved 
him to be silent. ‘‘No. No. We have heard all about it.” 
Nieh said firmly. ‘‘I have received reports from every 
village, from every front you have been at. You don't 
sleep enough. You don’t eat enough. And you seem 
under the impression that no Japanese bullet or shell 
can come anywhere near you.” 

Bethune interrupted to say that the reports were 
highly exaggerated. ‘‘I eat as much as I need. I sleep as 
much I need. And I take no unnecessary risks.” 

Tung now departed from the role of translator to 
agree with his General. ‘‘He docs not cat enough and 
he does not sleep enough and he does the work of ten 
men.” 

“That will not do!” Nieh insisted, making Bethune 
smile with his vain attempts to simulate anger. 

When he saw Bethune smile he changed his tack. 
“Very well. We won’t discuss sleeping and eating. The 
Army Military Council has instructed me to pay you 
$100 a month. You’ve refused a salary. Why? You have 
personal needs. You must have money to look after 
yourself!” 

“I have explained it all in my letter to Comrade 
Mao,” Bethune replied. 

“But you must live,” Nieh insisted. “It is a practical 
matter. In the army you live at the barest level.” 

Bethune regarded Nieh ironically. “General Nieh,” 
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he asked, “what is your pay as chief of the Chin-Cha- 
Chi military staff?” He didn’t wait for the answer. 
“Five dollars a month. And what is the pay of the 
soldier in the ranks? One dollar a month. Now if we 
take your pay as a basis we find the following: — you 
are military chief of the entire district, whereas I am 
only medical adviser. Then you have a family to look 
after, whereas I have none. By simple arithmetic, that 
reduces me to the dollar a month of the soldier in the 
ranks. In fact, his need is even greater than mine, since 
in many cases he too has a family.” 

Nieh shifted in his chair. “Well, as you wish. You are 
a difficult person to deal with sometimes, Comrade Pai 
Chu En. But there is a matter of principle. The money 
has to be paid. Since it is your wish, it will be used as a 
special fund for the patients in your name.” 

That night, in the house where he and Tung had been 
quartered, Bethune rose from his k'ang, lit a candle, 
brought out his typewriter and wrote: 

I am tired, but I don’t think I have been so happy for 
a long time. I am content. I am doing what I want to 
do. And sec what mv riches consist of! I have vital work 
that occupies every moment of my time. I am needed. 
More than that — to satisfy my bourgeois vanity — the 
need for me is expressed. 

I have no money or the need for it. I have the 
inestimable good fortune to be among and to work 
among people to whom communism is a way of life, not 
merely a way of talking and thinking. Their communism 
is simple and profound, reflex as a knee jerk, uncon¬ 
scious as the movement of their lungs, automatic as the 
beating of the heart. They are implacable in their hate; 
world-embracing in their love. 

The stoic Chinese indeed! Here I have found com¬ 
rades who belong to the very hierarchy of humanity. 
They have seen cruelty, yet know gentleness; they have 
tasted bitterness, vet know how to smile: they have 
endured vast suffering, yet know patience, optimism, 



quiet wisdom. I have come to love them; I know they 
love me too. 

He lay back on his k'ang, thinking of Nieh's solicitude, 
of the hospital, of the unexpected way one learned while 
teaching others. In two days, at Sheng Yin Kou, the 
Model Hospital would be officially opened and he 
would make a speech. It would have to be a meaningful 
speech. 

They would all be proud of the hospital and their 
work and he would have to find some way of summing 
up what had been accomplished, what they had all 
learned, what would still have to be done, and some of 
the basic truths without which medicine was nothing. 


40 

There was a holiday air in Sheng Yin Kou. In the 
mud huts the women had braided their long black hair. 
Over two thousand people had come from surrounding 
villages to be present for. the great event that was to 
take place up at the old temple. Dr. Ych had come from 
Hopei Tsun to represent the Sanitary Service. A delega¬ 
tion of officers had arrived from Wu Tai Shan to rep¬ 
resent the 8th Route Army. Another civilian delegation 
represented the United Front government of Chin- 

Cha-Chi. 

It was the day of the official opening of the first Model 
Hospital of the district and the 8th Route Army, mark¬ 
ing the successful conclusion of the Five-Weeks Cam¬ 
paign. For the soldiers, medical workers, civilians and 
government administrators it was a day of gay festivities. 

The first ceremonies began in the wards in midafter¬ 
noon. There were brief speeches for the wounded who were 
confined to bed, with the hospital staff and the speakers 
moving from one ward to the other. I hen the staff 
trooped through the gaily decorated court onto the level 
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ground before the remodeled hospital. Here the nurses, 
doctors and orderlies, all dressed in spotlessly white 
gowns, took their places in rows between the speakers’ 
table, the assembled villagers, and the convalescent 
patients able to get about. 

While the speakers’ table was arranged and the 
guests seated themselves on the ground, there was sing¬ 
ing by the soldiers. Then Political Director Liu opened 
the proceedings. He was short, stout, round-faced, with 
a smiling, good-natured mouth and intelligent eyes. In 
simple, proud terms he announced the official opening 
of the Model Hospital. He was followed by representa¬ 
tives of the 8th Route Army, the Chin-Cha-Chi ad¬ 
ministration. the hospital staff and the mass organiza¬ 
tions. Then he rose again, with a backward glance at 
Bcthune, who sat alongside Tung on a bench behind the 
speakers' table, and said: 

Comrades, soldiers, people of Shcng Yin Kou. Today 
you have seen for yourselves the new hospital we have 
set up for our wounded in our Five-Weeks Campaign. 
It is a great achievement for the Chin-Cha-Chi Military 
District, for all our people. Now our wounded will have 
a better chance for recovery. Now less fighters will die 
at the hands of the enemy. 

What made this Model Hospital possible? The fact 
that all of us worked hard at self-improvement, that 
the District Government gave us its support, that the 
people helped us in the big job of rebuilding. But there 
was one more factor; without that factor we would not 
have the new hospital. That factor is our comrade 
doctor, Pai Chu En. It was Pai Chu En from whose head 
came the plan. It was Pai Chu En who guided us, who 
drove us on. who showed us how the hospital was 
necessary and how to achieve it. It was he who taught 
us. who criticized us. who would never let us rest. He 
set us a tireless example of his own work. 

We wish to thank you. Comrade Pai Chu En, for your 
work and your heroic devotion to our people. But we 



have nothing to offer anyone except the things we have 
in plenty: hardship, sacrifices, the determination to 
make China free. So we have some gifts that we have 
made ourselves and that we would now like to present to 
you. We hope they will show you the love and respect 
that the soldiers and people of our District have for you. 

Liu turned and raised his hand in a signal to the 
courtyard. As the audience rose to its feet to cheer, a 
procession of nurses, walking wounded and villagers 
marched from the court, bearing aloft seven red banners. 
On each of them was an inscription, lettered in Chinese 
and English by Tung, and sewn into the fabric in gold 
thread by the village women. 

The procession wound its way, singing, round the 
audience and on to Bethune. As each group approached 
him they chanted the inscription on the banner and 
presented it to him: 

Dr. Bethune, our teacher. 

Dr. Bethune, our fellow fighter. 

Dr. Bethune, our medical adviser. 

Dr. Bethune, our doctor. 

Dr. Bethune, our friend. 

Dr. Bethune, our example. 

Dr. Bethune, our comrade. 

Villagers, hospital staff and visitors roared their 
approval as Bethune came slowly to the speakers 
table, his eyes dim, Tung at his side grinning with 
pleasure. For a long time he kept his head lowered, 
fixing his gaze on the manuscript before him on the 
table. Then he looked up, smiling fondly, motioned to 
the audience to be seated, put on his steel-rimmed 
glasses, and began to speak, pausing after every few 
paragraphs to permit Tung to translate: 

Comrades: I thank you for the beautiful banners you 
have given to me and for the kind things you have said 



about me. I feel, as I know you must feel, that today is an 
important day in our lives and marks a milestone (I 
should rather say, a li stone), on the path that our hearts 
and wills are set upon. 

The eyes of millions of freedom-loving Canadians, 
Americans and Englishmen are turned to the East and 
are fixed with admiration on China in her glorious 
stru ggle against Japanese Imperialism. This hospital 
has been equipped 1 by your foreign comrades. I have 
the honor to have been sent as their representative. Do 
not consider it strange that people like yourself,30,000 li 
away, halfway around the globe, are helping you. You 
and we arc internationalists: we recognize no race, no 
color, no language, no national boundaries to separate 
and divide us. Japan and the warmongers threaten the 
peace of the world. They must be defeated. They are 
obstructing the great historical, progressive movement 
for a socially organized human society. Because the 
workers and sympathetic liberals of Canada, England 
and America know this they are helping China in the 
defense of this beautiful and beloved country. 

It is not many months since I arrived in the Chin- 
Cha-Chi Military District to work with you in this 
hospital. I used to think of it as “your” hospital, now 
I think of it as “our” hospital. For between us we have 
created it. We have changed each other, have we not? 
We have reacted each to the other in a dialectical way, 

I might say; modified each other; and the product of our 
changed relationship is this fine new hospital, the open¬ 
ing of which we are celebrating today. From you I Have 
learnt many valuable lessons. You have shown me a spirit 
of selflessness, of working cooperatively, of overcoming 
great difficulties, and I thank you for those lessons. In 
return I may have been able to instruct you a little in 
the mastery of technique. 

The road to victory is the mastery of technique and 

' From the equipment Bcthunc had brought with him. 
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the development of leaders. It was the adoption of 
Western technique that was responsible, in part, for the 
transformation of Japan from a tenth-rate backward 
nation into a great world power in less than fifty years. 
Technique, in the hands of the Dictators of Finance- 
Capital, has made Japan the enemy of the world. 
Technique in the hands of the workers of China will 
make her a great power for world peace. Must China 
then copy Japan? Yes, in many ways. We must learn 
from our enemies; we must imitate them in their mastery 
of tcdinique and surpass them in that mastery. We must 
use that technique for the happiness and prosperity of 
the millions and not for the enrichment of the few. 

Now the mastery of technique in the Sanitary Service 
is the learning and the using of the technique of healing 
our wounded comrades who have fought for us and for 
whom we, in return, must fight. And the enemies we 
fight are death, disease, and deformity. Technique will 
conquer not all, but most of these enemies. 

Technique is the term used, in general, to describe 
the mastery of materials and processes. It is the most 
improved, the most efficient way of doing things. It 
means that instead of being controlled by nature, we 
control her. So we may talk of the technique of sweep¬ 
ing a floor and the technique of the organization of a 
hospital; the tcdinique of doing a dressing and of an 
operation, the tcdinique of washing a patient, of lifting 
him and of making him comfortable. For each of these 
and a thousand other procedures, there is a right way 
and a wrong way. The correct way is called “good 
technique” and the wrong way ‘‘bad technique.” We 
must learn the good technique. 

Why must we learn the good technique? Because good 
technique in medicine and surgery means more quickly- 
cured patients, less pain, less discomfort, less death, 
less disease and less deformity. And all these things are 
our job. We have only one reason to offer, one excuse 
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when our fighting comrades at the front ask us: “What 
are you doing in the anti-Japanese war?” Our answer is, 
“We are curing the wounds and healing the sick.” They 
may say, “Are you doing it well?” And we say, “As 
well as we know how.” But that last question we must 
ponder in our minds. ... “Are we doing it as well as we 
might?” 

What is the duty of a doctor, of a nurse, of an orderly? 
There is only one duty. What is that duty? It is the 
duty to make our patients happy, to help them in their 
fight bade to health and strength. You must consider 
each one as your own brother or father, for he is, in 
truth, more than cither, he is your comrade. He must 
come first, in all things. If you do not consider him 
above yourself, there is no place for you in the Sanitary 
Service. In fact, there is no place for you in the 8th 
Route Army at all. 

There is an old saying in the English hospitals ... 
“A doctor must have the heart of a lion and the hand 
of a lady.” That means he must be bold and courageous, 
strong, quick and decisive, yet gentle, kind and con¬ 
siderate. That applies to everyone who is engaged in 
treating the sick and wounded — doctors, nurses, order¬ 
lies. So be constantly thinking of your patients, con¬ 
stantly asking yourself — “Can I do more to help them?” 
Look for ways of improving your work and mastering 
your technique. 

At first you will need instruction and you will need 
supervision. So you will need leaders. But you must not 
get into the habit of being supervised constantly. This 
is only temporary while you are learning. You must 
finally be able to supervise your own work. So you 
orderlies —go to your leaders, the Chief orderly, the 
doctors, and the nurses, and say to them, “What will I 
do next? Tell me what to do. Am I doing this cor¬ 
rectly?” When you have finished the work you have 
been given to do, go to him again and say, “Give me more 


work.” And after a while, he will get very tired of your 
insistence, and to get rid of you, he'll make you a nurse. 
And, when you’re a nurse, go to the doctor of your 
team, to your leader, and say, “Show me how to do this. 
Am I doing this dressing correctly? Is there a better 
way to do it? What is the reason for this way? Give me 
more work to do.” Then, he in his turn will get very 
tired of you and your insistence, indeed, and to get rid 
of you, he'll make you a doctor like himself. And. when 
you’re a doctor, go on in the same way making a great 
nuisance of yourself, creating a big disturbance with 
your activities, go around eagerly looking for work. Do 
the work of two or three other doctors, be constantly 
studying how to improve your technique, be constantly 
thinking of the comfort and well-being of your patients. 
If other doctors go and see their patients once a day, or 
once every other day, you go two or three times a day 
to see them. Then, after a while, General Nieh will hear 
about you and he’ll make you the Chief doctor of one 
of the military sub-districts. And there you behave as 
before, constantly discontented with yourself and your 
work, constantly thinking and planning to improve the 
conditions of your patients and constantly imparting 
instruction to others. Then Comrade Mao Tse-tung will 
hear about you and will want to make you the chief of 
the Sanitary System of the whole 8th Route Army. Then 
there will be a friendly fight between Comrade Nieh 
and Comrade Mao Tse-tung as to who will have you, 
for Comrade Nieh won’t want to let you leave his 
division! 

Now comrades, we need technique and we need leaders 
to apply that technique. The ideal is the trained, con¬ 
scientious technical leader. What are the qualities such a 
leader must possess? He must possess (1) the ability to 
organize, (2) the ability to instruct, (3) the ability to 
supervise. Organization means planning - planning as a 
whole and planning in detail. Instruction means the 
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communication of that plan to others, the teaching of 
correct technique; supervision means the constant inspec¬ 
tion of the progress of the plan, the correction of faults, 
the modification of theory by practice. And above all — 
work, work, work. 

The army is hungry for leaders. Every department is 
looking for leaders. It needs leaders more than it needs 
rifles and food. 

One of the tasks of this hospital is to develop leaders. 
And when I say leaders, you must not consider I am 
thinking only of generals, colonels, and chairmen of 
districts. No, I am thinking of the whole army and the 
whole district from the big leaders at the so-called top, 
to the little leaders at the so-called bottom. But there is, 
in truth, no top and no bottom. That is a false conception. 
Our organization is not like a house— settled, static and 
still. It is like a globe — round, fluid, moving and dynamic. 
It is held together like a drop of water, by the cohesion 
and cooperation of its individual parts. So, when I think 
of leadership, I think, principally, of the “little” leader 
of small units, and not so much of the big leaders of 
great units. This development of the “little” leaders is 
the absolute necessity for the revolutionary reorganiza¬ 
tion of human society into autonomously acting, socially 
conscious individuals. When that has been accom¬ 
plished, leaders (like the State itself) will gradually 
disappear. So, even though you need leaders now, and will 
for a long time to come, you must begin to learn not to 
depend upon (I mean not to get into the habit of leaning 
heavily on) your leaders. Be a leader yourself, though 
you only lead yourself, for every leader starts by first 
leading himself. 

Those of us who are your leaders now because of our 
experience, are trying hard to be displaced. We are 
eager for you to take over our jobs and our responsibili¬ 
ties. Then we will be able to sit back and admire you (yes, 
with friendly envy) for the way you have excelled us. 
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We need leaders and especially small leaders, to act 
as germinating centres to penetrate the whole masses of 
the people and arouse them to realities and show them 
the way out of poverty, ignorance and misery. It is the 
lade of small leaders who make dictators possible, and 
substitute instead so-called “great men,” “great heroes," 
whom we are asked to admire and worship and to be 
led by them like sheep. 

But to return to our particular work. Doctors — 
instruct and supervise your junior-doctors, nurses and 
orderlies. Lead them; show them an example of energy; 
of self-disregard; of consideration. Nurses — instruct 
your orderlies; lead and supervise them; be diligent and 
quick; don’t talk so much and do more work; do not be 
so apt to give each other advice when you know no bet¬ 
ter yourselves. Learn to act independently without the 
help of a half dozen others. Don’t ask others to do things 
you can do yourself. 

In regard to conferences, they arc necessary and good, 
but only good if followed by action. Talk is no substi¬ 
tute for action. Words were invented by man to describe 
action. Use them for their original purpose. 

Today we have accomplished what we set out to do — 
the fulfillment of our Five-Weeks Plan of making this 
hospital the best in the 8th Route Army. I think it is the 
best in the 8th Army and I have seen most of the others. 
But we must not stop here. We must plan and work to 
make this hospital the best in the entire Chinese Na¬ 
tional Army of which we are a part. That is the goal 
we must set ourselves. It will take more than five weeks, 
I assure you! Can it be done? Yes, I am sure it can. 
How? By the hard work of every comrade. It must be 
done cooperatively, by energy, by enthusiasm. You have 
that energy and that enthusiasm — apply them to that 
great task. No work is small, no work is unimportant. 

If one fails in his duty, all suffer in consequence — if 
one excels in his work, all gain as a result. Yet, one last 
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word of warning. Let us be on our guard, in spite of our 
success, against wishful thinking; against self-deception; 
against the confusion between our desires and our actual 
accomplishments. Let us be ruthless in our criticism, be 
cruel to personal vanities, be indifferent to age, rank or 
experience, if these stand in our way. Let all theories be 
subjected to the bright clear light of practice. Only in 
this way will our concepts mirror reality. 

Let me conclude. I want to thank all who have made 
this splendid hospital, of which we are so proud. I thank 
the carpenters who have worked so hard making the 
buildings, the alterations, the ward furniture; the iron 
smith for the Thomas splints. I want to praise the doctors, 
nurses and orderlies for their splendid work. Especially 
is it just to praise the volunteer civilian nurses, many of 
them old in years, whose loving care for the wounded 
has been, and is. a daily lesson to all of us, in faithfulness 
and devotion to duty. The civilians of the village, both 
men and women have been cooperative and cheerful in 
accommodating such large numbers of wounded and staff 
in their houses, often to the great inconvenience of them¬ 
selves. I want to thank the Management Department 
and Superintendent’s Branch. If I would mention names, 
I might mention a dozen worthy of praise, but I will 
mention only two. One is Comrade Liu, our political 
director, for his tireless activity; and Comrade Tung, 
my other self, assistant and interpreter, without whose 
patience, good humor, and intelligence, I would be lost. 

[When he came to his own name in translating, Tung 
blushed and hesitated in embarrassment. Bethune 
laughed, threw his arms about the interpreter and the 
crowd cheered. Then Bethune continued.] 

I cannot close without expressing my admiration 
for the courage and uncomplaining spirit of our 
wounded, both of the 8th Route Army and the Partisan 

26G 


Detachments. For these there is nothing we can do. 
less than to give them the utmost consideration, care 
and skill, in return for what they have endured and 
suffered for us. For they have fought, not only for the 
China of today, but that emerging, great, free, classless, 
democratic Chinese Republic of tomorrow, which they, 
and we, may never live to see. Whether they and we will 
ever live to see that peaceful and prosperous Republic 
of workers doesn’t matter. The important thing is that 
both they and we, by our actions now, are making that new 
Republic possible, are assisting in its birth. But whether 
it will be born or not depends on our actions today and 
tomorrow. It is not inevitable; it is not self-generating. 
It must be created by the blood and the work of all 
of us who believe in the future; who believe in man and 
his glorious man-made destiny. Only in this way is it 
inevitable. Let us raise our voices so that those who are 
lying in the wards and cannot move yet, hear us. Com¬ 
rades, we salute you! We shall repay your suffering 
with our loving care. Before the graves of those who 
have fallen, whom we have been unable to save, let us 
say: We shall remember the sacrifices of the dead. Our 
goal is the free China for which they died. In their 
memory, in devotion to our great cause, let the living 
and the dying seal our comradeship. In struggle and 
sacrifice we shall have one purpose, one thought. Then 
we will be invincible. Then wc will know that even if 
we do not live to see it, some day those who come after 
us will gather here, as we do today, to celebrate, not 
merely the building of a model hospital, but of a great 
and democratic republic for the liberated people of China. 

“Pai Chu En!” a voice shouted. The crowd replied: 

“Pai Chu En our doctor!” 

“Pai Chu En our teacher!” 

“Pai Chu En our friend!” 
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Tiie opening of the Model Hospital was celebrated 
throughout Chin-Cha-Chi. At Yenan the news was 
received as a development of major importance. It 
spread to the front lines, to the free area, to the fighters 
operating like night shadows in the rear of the Japa¬ 
nese. And with it went word that the man who led the 
Five-Weeks Campaign to create it was a foreigner, a 
“Big Nose” 1 who had come to help in the war of 
liberation. 

In the mountains of Shansi, on the Hopei Plain, in 
the loess country, in mud huts and caves, a strange, 
melodious name was passed from mouth to mouth: Pai 
Chu En, White-Scck-Grace, the doctor who turned 
dying men into soldiers again. Peasant guerrillas who 
had never seen a large city spoke with pride of the dai 
fu- who had come from the outside world. Secret propa¬ 
gandists in Japanese-held territory used his name as 
an example of international solidarity growing in sup¬ 
port of China. In remote villages where no doctor had 
ever been seen it was said that some day he would come 
to make the sick healthy. On high mountain trails march¬ 
ing partisans interspersed their songs with accounts 
of how he led his caravan to wherever there were 
wounded. Soldiers he had treated, returning to their 
units, painted a reverent picture for their comrades of 
his strong-boned, bearded face, his flashing eyes, his 
strange speech. 

A legend began to grow, fanning out to all the north 
and northwest. He was a man, it was said, who never 
grew weary. He would travel to the highest mountain 
peak to tend casualties. He would leave no man's side 
till there was nothing more to do. He could do the work 

1 "Big Nose" is the colloquial term used by the Chinese to designate a 
Westerner. 

- Doctor. 
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of many men without rest. He slept only when there 
was no work to be done — in the open, in village huts, in 
caves. His anger, when he was delayed, or when he was 
irked by inefficiency, could shake those about him like a 
thunderclap. But his eyes shone with love for the sol¬ 
diers he treated, and for all the wounded his first words 
in Chinese were: “My son.. .As the legend grew, 
and guerrilla activity against the Japanese flared fiercely 
around the perimeter of Chin-Cha-Chi, units on many 
fronts began forwarding resolutions to Yenan asking 
that he be sent to their areas. 

When word of fresh fighting reached him, Bethune 
was averaging ten operations a day, preparing the 
equipment for new medical teams and giving them 
special daily lectures. I : or the graduate of the Yenan 
training school who had arrived to take over direction 
of the hospital he prepared extensive notes for further 
improvements. While the others slept he worked on his 
medical textbook for the special requirements of China. 
In the realistic surroundings of the operating theater he 
taught Tung the art of anesthesia. And in the midst of 
all this activity he prepared his own mobile unit for 
action in the Wutai Mountains, where new Japanese 
forces had appeared. 

The night before the various units were to leave for 
their respective posts a final conference was held at 
which he spoke on their new duties. It was at this con¬ 
ference that he laid down a terse formula that was 
soon to become the official slogan of the guerrilla 
medical services. “Our watchword must be: Doctors: Go 
to the wounded. Don't wait for the wounded to come to 
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you! 

Next day, in the chill dawn, there were quick farewells 
and the medical teams set out towards the mountains. 
The last to leave was Bethune's mobile unit — a caravan 
in which every individual, every animal fitted exactly. 
At the head of the caravan rode Bethune and Tung. 
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Then came Drs. Wang and Yo, whom he had selected 
as assistants and for special training in the field. 
Behind them came young Chia, a buxom, cheerful nurse, 
a cook, two orderlies and two grooms. With them went 
his portable “operating theater,” transported by two 
mules, consisting of a collapsible operating table, a full 
set of surgical instruments, anesthetics, antiseptics, leg 
and arm splints, sterile gauze, and other necessities. 

As the caravan descended from the hospital into the 
village, the main street was lined with people. It had 
known for several weeks that Bethune would be leaving 
for areas closer to the heavy fighting and the villagers 
had turned out to bid him farewell. The elders bowed 
gravely as he rode by; the younger ones shouted patriotic 
slogans. He went down the street with his arm clenched 
in the Spanish Loyalist salute, a gesture they had come 
to know as his special comradely greeting. 

Heading out into the valley, towards the shadowed 
mountainsides, he still heard the shouted farewells. It 
was a proud and satisfying send-off. 

They traveled over high mountains and through long 
valleys. Sometimes the trails were so steep that it was 
quicker to walk than to ride. They slept in hollows, 
shielded from the wind but not from the biting night cold. 
They lay close together in the darkness, and Bethune 
marveled at the brilliant stream of stars in the sky. In 
the morning, before the sun had risen, they were in the 
saddle and on the move again. 

They skirted the town of Po Lan Chin, where there 
had been fighting, and came to Ho Ku Tsun, the first- 
aid station for the 5th and 6th Regiments of the 8th 
Route Army. In six days they attended to 142 patients 
and performed 105 operations, an average of just under 
20 a day. 

Then word came that another Japanese force was 
moving in from Hopei and was being attacked by Sth 
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Route Army men. Bethunc’s unit turned east and crossed 
the mountains into the province of Hopei. This was new 
territory for Bethune, with new casualty stations, new 
signs of fighting, new place names: Lung Wan Li, Hsia 
Lung Wang, Hsi Chia Ho-names he could remember 
only by consulting his medical logbook, villages where 
the wounded were distributed in the peasant huts. 

As soon as the caravan arrived at one of them, the 
portable operating room was set up, the surgery cases 
were operated on, then Bethune and his assistants made 
the rounds of the wounded in the huts. When that had 
been done he had the local inhabitants brought together, 
.examined the children, administered to the civilian sick, 
and inspected local sanitary conditions. 

In mid-October he headed for Hung Tsi Tien. Now, 
according to their advance intelligence, they were only 
a few miles from the Japanese lines. It was an eerie 
feeling, on the twisting trails, to know that if the moun¬ 
tains were suddenly whisked away they would be in 
full sight of the enemy. It was as if they were on one 
side of a stage curtain, the enemy on the other. 

As they approached Hung Tsi Tien they saw evidence 
of the recent Japanese advance and retreat: the oc¬ 
casional dead transport mule, an abandoned cart, a 
spiked Japanese gun. “They came to steal China.” Tung 
said. “The birds will feast on their eyes.” 

The West Hopei country continued rocky, moun¬ 
tainous, bare, without a living soul to be seen for great 
stretches. The silent wilderness was disturbed only by 
small villages clustered along the banks of half a dozen 
streams, like buds on a willow branch, cadi village with 
a population of 50 to 300 families. The villagers met 
them with curiosity, then with astonishment as they 
looked for the first time on the stranger with white hair, 
the venerable beard of a sage, the tongue of an out- 
lander. They were all ruddy brown, the men quite tall, 
sometimes six feet in height, the women shorter but 
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sturdy, with handsome faces, often wearing a single 
thick silver pin in their black, coiled hair, silver bracelets 
on their wrists and silver rings on their fingers. 

In every village there were short ceremonies, speeches, 
the bringing of the sick for Bethune to attend. The 
people’s hospitality was boundless, but their lives were 
meager. There was no rice, tea was a luxury, the staple 
foods were millet and boiled strips of dough like noodles. 
By knowledge rooted in experience nothing was eaten 
or drunk unless it had been cooked or boiled. There was 
no milk, and in every village Bethune saw mothers feed¬ 
ing youngsters of three and four at the breast. 

The only tilled land lay about the villages. The farms 
were mostly tiny plots on the banks of the streams or 
nestling on terraces built over the centuries up the sides 
of the deeply gouged, treeless mountains. They rode by 
thousands of such terraces, like rock-buttressed shelves 
ranging in area from a few feet to half an acre, each an 
artificial basin full of precious earth. 

They readied Hung Tsi Tien on October 18. When 
they rode into the town it was still acrid with smoke 
and the smell of watered ashes. This was the furthest 
point of advance of a Japanese force that had swooped 
down from Ping Shan, captured the town, then set it on 
fire before retreating. The town had not been defended, 
but after the Japanese had begun their withdrawal to 
close up their lines of communication, the guerrillas had 
attacked. Casualties of the fighting were waiting for 
Bethune in the few houses still left standing. 

It was in Hung Tsi Tien, while partisan units were 
still harrying the Japanese rear guard only an hour’s 
ride away, and Bethune was treating the casualties in an 
improvised operating room, that delegates calmly arrived 
for an emergency conference of the listen government. 

It was S o’clock in the morning when the delegates to 
the Staff Conference gathered at a warehouse that had 
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been left intact by the Japanese and which had been 
prepared for the meeting. 

Except for soldiers and government officials, the town 
was almost deserted. On the sidewalk of the long, wind¬ 
ing, ruined main street half a dozen merchants were 
selling oil, cigarettes, meat and vegetables. A barber 
had set up his chair in the roadway and was already at 
work. Nearby an old man was raking among the ashes 
of his house. Laughing little boys, completely naked in 
spite of the cool morning air. played among the piles of 
scattered bricks. 

Outside the government offices a sentry stood stiffly, 
his uniform patched and yellow-green, on his sleeve the 
badge of the Chin-Cha-Chi Military District. The sling 
of his old rifle was a dirty piece of bandage, but the 
yellow handles of the four hand grenades stuck in his 
belt were shiny and new. On his bare feet he wore 
Sezuan sandals, with woven cloth rag soles and bright 
red and green wool tops. Over the great toe of each foot 
they were decorated with green and red wool tassels. 

The sun rose up over the mountains, sending its long 
slanting rays into the blackened, brick-strewn com¬ 
pounds, and playing on the white cement roofs of the 
houses still standing. As he walked with Tung to the 
place of assembly Bcthunc pondered on the sudden 
fluidity of life in this distant area where for centuries 
it had gone on without change. Only two weeks ago the 
Japanese had been here, the townspeople evacuating 
before them with complete discipline. The Japanese had 
struck — but there had been nothing to strike at. Now the 
Japanese were gone, and in a few days the townspeople 
would be back again, rebuilding their homes, taking up 
where they had left off, ready to retreat once more 
should the Japanese break through. Tung had once 
quoted the Communist byword. “We arc fish swimming 
in the great ocean of the Chinese people.’’ In the end 
the great ocean engulfed the exasperated invader, along 
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with his guns and his carefully devised blueprints for 
victory. 

Across the low tops of the few houses still intact 
Bethune could see a Buddhist temple on a hill outside 
the town. It was near enough for him to make out, 
through the open doors, the blackened interior and the 
roofless rooms. A flock of pigeons wheeled through it in 
a gay aerial ballet. He knew that beyond the burnt-out 
temple, to the east, the Japanese were a mere 17 li 
(5*/a miles) away. Their cavalry could reach the town in 
an hour. But between Hung Tsi Tien and the enemy the 
guerrillas were spread over the hills and hidden in the 
deep mountain valleys. A few hours earlier the sound 
of machine guns and artillery had been heard in the 
town as the enemy tried to flush them out of their 
positions. 

When Bethune entered the warehouse with Tung the 
twenty delegates were already seated about a long line 
of polished lacquer tables placed end to end. The air of 
the warehouse was cool and dank, with the faint odor 
of burning wood still clinging to the stained walls and 
high ceiling. A place of honor had been left for them 
at the head of the tables. The meeting was ready to 
begin. Bethune looked with interest at the faces of 
the delegates, most of them young, all of them alert and 
businesslike. 

Tungtzcmcn .” 3 The chairman called the meeting to 
order. Bethune discovered that the figure standing beside 
him was a young woman of about 25, dressed in the 
faded blue jacket and trousers of a partisan, her face 
broad and serene, her build stocky. 

“Tungtzcmcn'' she repeated, “this emergency Staff 
Conference has been called to put before you the work of 
the past two weeks for criticism and analysis, and to make 
plans to deal with the new situation that confronts us. 
The purpose of this Conference is to find methods of 

3 Comrades. 
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stressing the work of the mass organizations and to lind 
a way of helping our troops more effectively in the 
defense of our district. I will call on comrade Lui to 
speak.” 

Bethune’s eyes dwelt on her calm face as she sat down. 
On behalf of 300 villages, he rcfiected. she had an¬ 
nounced an agenda which consisted of an imposing item: 
the making of war against the greatest military machine 
in the east. She had outlined it in the matter-of-fact 
tone of a sorority president discussing next week's tea. 

Those who followed her spoke with the same simple 
seriousness. Peasants with bent shoulders, students with 
bright eyes, women in traditional garb, soldiers in 
uniform —they addressed the Conference briefly or at 
length, discussing the intricate problems of occupation 
and resistance with the air of people for whom such 
problems were a part of the daily routine of living. 

Praise and criticism were voiced with complete ob¬ 
jectivity. Here Yenan’s military and political program 
became a focal point for all sections of the people in the 
hsicn. Here, through the representatives of each group, 
it was tested, applied, and flowed down into the masses 
of peasants, the students, teachers, defense bodies, 
women’s organizations, young people in and out of 
uniform, public officials, the administrative organs at 
every level. 

The first speaker, Lui, was tall, lean, and seemed 
about 35 years of age. He was dressed in a long, rough, 
blue cotton robe. His head was shaved, his face was 
dark brown and lined, the lips thin, the nose large and 
straight, the eyes serious and intelligent. 

He was the leader of the Peasants’Union in the hsicn. 
He represented 30,000 small farmers. 

He dealt with practical military developments, Chian 
Pi Ching Y’ch, the policy of civilian evacuation and 
scordied earth, and some of the weaknesses that had 
shown up in the peasant bodies and other groups during 


the recent enemy attack. There was still evidence of a 
feeling in some quarters that there was no point in 
resisting the well-equipped enemy with flintlock rifles 
and rusty swords, he said. “But we must fight,” he 
declared, “with the weapons we have, for we are not 
likely to get others unless we capture them from the 
enemy.” 

The chairman rose again. “For a clear understanding 
of the tasks before us,” she said, “we must consider the 
enemy’s objectives and both his weak and his strong 
points.” 

She proceeded to give an account of the military 
situation, the chief feature of which was that the Japa¬ 
nese had transferred three or four divisions from the 
Yangtze River front for the attack on the Chin-Cha-Chi 
district: 

Now, let us look at some of our strong points in this 
District. We have more weapons and more troops than 
ever before. Our men have gained much valuable ex¬ 
perience in the fighting of the past two weeks, and as a 
result our casualties are less. Our chief weapon is the 
hand grenade. That means close fighting. For that we 
are fitted: our soldiers are brave to the point of reck¬ 
lessness. 

The government has given leadership to the people; 
it has not retired. As a result, the people’s faith in the 
government is strong. This faith is shown by the fact 
that the people now don’t retire before enemy attacks until 
the government orders them to do so. The work of the 
mass organizations in helping the troops has been ex¬ 
cellent and die work of the village militia, the People’s 
Guard, is making the invaders’ lives a misery. Now, in 
one village after the other, the village militia takes up 
the active defense of their village in cases where a 
Japanese punitive force is relatively small. 

What are our duties now? They are to stress our 
propaganda among the people; to show them the truth 
about the war. Our staffs must go to die lower leaders 
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to encourage them and to assist them in mobilizing the 
people more extensively to join in the fight. We must 
increase the ranks of our partisans. We must widen the 
scope of our people’s armed resistance. 

The next speaker was Political Director Liu, of the 
4th Subdistrict Military Headquarters, who had worked 
with Bethune at Sheng Yin Kou. He spoke with the snap 
of a man whose ideas had been clearly defined in his 
own mind and who was at ease in communicating them 
to others. He dealt with a single point: unceasing 
political education as the basis of increasing the hsien’s 
military effectiveness. 

Two of the speakers who followed were young girls, 
dressed like the chairman, their faces broad and sun¬ 
burnt, their black hair cut short. They gave reports on 
lessons to be learned from Chian Pi Citing Y'ch as 
carried out to date. 

It was now noon and the Conference adjourned for 
lunch. The delegates trooped into the court in front of 
the warehouse to seat themselves about a long rough 
table. From an improvised kitchen the women brought 
great steaming pots of cabbage soup out of which every¬ 
body ate communally, to the accompaniment of shouts 
and laughter. After the soup there were steamed bread 
rolls, made from unleavened wheat flour. Then the 
Conference resumed. 

For five hours, without interruption, the delegates 
studied the hsieris financial program, food supply prob¬ 
lems, the taxation system, the setting up of more mobile 
co-operative shops, the cutting of retail prices, the 
building up of reserves of food among the peasants, 
improved methods of providing collective leadership 
in all the villages, the training of more political and 
military leaders, expansion of secret work in the ter¬ 
ritory held by the enemy. At six o’clock another recess 
was called. Dusk was slowly settling over the silent 
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town, bringing with it the night cold. Lighted candles 
were placed on the table, throwing into somber relief 
the earnest brown faces, and casting on the walls behind 
them great, wavering shadows. Through the open door 
Bethune could see the first pale stars. 

Now there was no food, for the meal at noon had 
taken the full day s ration. Instead of food there was sing- 
ing.beginning with a low hum that soon swelled into full- 
throated army songs. After a while somebody called for 
a song from the chairman. At first she demurred, but 
finally consented, and without rising sang in a good, 
clear voice: 

We are an oppressed nation. 

We must resist our oppressors. 

Only by resistance can we win our liberation. 

Only by fighting can we continue to exist. 

Answer the enemy’s furious attack. 

People of China! Arm yourselves — push forward. 
Drive the Japanese out of our territory. 

Only with our blood will we win peace for our land. 

Then the delegates turned to Bethune and demanded 
a song from their doctor. Tung pushed his elbow, 
whispering. “Something good from the West.” 

Bethune rose, smiling, his bearded face patriarchal 
among the youthful delegates, and said: 

As I sat here today, I thought of the millions all over 
the world fighting for the liberation of mankind from 
poverty and ignorance. I remembered how many others, 
like you. yearn for a life of peace and dignity for them¬ 
selves and their children. And I especially remembered 
with pride those strong comrades in Spain, fighting 
with the same courage as their Chinese brothers, in the 
same great cause. So I will sing you a song from the war 
in Spain. It is sung by the German anti-Nazis in the 
International Brigades. It is the song of the Thaelmann 
Battalion. 
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First he repeated the words for Tung to translate, 
then he sang in his light baritone: 

Spanish heavens spread their brilliant starlight 
High above our trenches in the plain. 

From the distance, morning comes to greet us. 
Calling us to battle once again. 

The words were like familiar companions to these 
youthful veterans of many battles. Even the melody, in 
its simple, measured, nostalgic phrasing, seemed to fall 
pleasantly on their Oriental ears. As he sang. Bethune 
wondered how normal and even inevitable it seemed to 
be: he, the Canadian, singing the words of German 
antifascists, words conceived in the grit and longing of 
the front outside Madrid, singing them here, clear across 
the world, to Chinese workers, peasants, soldiers, 
teadicrs in the ruins of Hung Tsi Tien: 

Far off is our land, 

Yet ready we stand. 

We’re fighting and winning for you: 

Freedom! 

We'll not yield a foot to the fascists, 

Though the bullets may fall like sleet. 

Our comrades, stanch men, stand beside us, 

And for us there can be no retreat. 

Beat the drums. Ready the bayonets! 

Forward march. Victory our reward. 

Under our banner smash their columns. 

Thaclmann Battalion - ready, forward march! 

Far off is our land. 

Yet ready we stand. 

We’re fighting and winning for you: 

Freedom! 
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From their songs the delegates turned to their work 
again. For three more hours the discussion went on, in 
the candlelight that shimmered in ghostly patterns on 
the lacquered tables. 

It was 9:30 when the Conference ended. The delegates 
separated with quick good-bys, for the hour was late by 
the timetable of resistance. Tomorrow some of them 
would be back in distant villages, bringing the findings 
of the Conference to local administrative meetings. 
Some would be at the front. Some would be stealing 
across the Japanese lines to rejoin partisan units or 
resume secret work in the enemy’s rear. 

That night Bethunc’s diary entry read: 

As Tung and I left the other delegates, the stars were 
shining through a thousand perforations in the dark 
curtain of the sky. It was cold and clear, with the 
amazing dead silence of the Chinese night. On the wall 
of a burnt-out house the flashlights in our hands lit up 
a slogan written in great black Chinese characters: “Ex¬ 
cept by fighting there is no other road to life.” It was a 
complete description of the day. 
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During the following ten days the mobile unit 
traveled 175 miles, scaling one of the highest peaks in 
the region and setting up its operating theater in 13 
villages housing wounded. By now the whole unit was 
attuned to Bethune’s pace: up before dawn, strenuous 
marches on foot and in the saddle, immediate inspection 
and surgery on arrival at a casualty station or base 
hospital, a brief pause for sleep, then on to the next 
stop. 

In the middle of November they traveled to General 
Nieh’s headquarters in Wu Tai Shan. 
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While the others rested Bethunc conferred with Nieh 
about the future work of the unit. Nieh briefed him on 
two aspects of the current situation. 

The first aspect was the military position. The Japa¬ 
nese encirclement campaign was being pressed with in¬ 
creasing vigor. The campaign was forcing a new test on 
Chin-Cha-Chi. Among Kuomintang leaders there was 
speculation as to whether the region could hold out. 
The same question had been in the mind of Lieutenant 
Colonel Evans Fordyce Carlson when he had visited 
the area some months earlier on behalf of American 
Intelligence. The British Foreign Office had also made 
behind-the-scenes inquiries as to whether the new 
Japanese drive could be defeated. Thus, while little 
news of the fighting found its way to the public abroad, 
the strategic importance of Chin-Cha-Chi was secretly 
being recognized in a number of capitals. 

Against this military background Nieh went on to 
the second aspect: the internal position in the country. 
There had been disturbing signs, Nieh said, that the 
National Government of Chiang Kai-shek was moving 
away from the basic principles of the Communist-Kuo- 
mintang alliance. The Japanese, now that the main 
cities and transportation centers had been captured, 
were cunningly wooing the National Government with 
peace proposals. To split the nation, they were holding 
out the propaganda bait that they intended no further 
military actions anywhere except against the areas 
where the Communists were active. Now an ominous 
quiet had descended on all the regular fronts where the 
Kuomintang forces faced the Japanese. Hankow had 
fallen and the National Government had moved inland 
to Chungking. At Chungking, away from the powerful 
pressure of the students, workers and patriotic organiza¬ 
tions of the large coastal cities, it had become apparent 
that the landlord-industrialist-financicr groups in the 
Kuomintang were pressing for a new policy closer to 
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their private interests. It was known that their aim was 
twofold: first, to restrict military operations and to 
negotiate some form of compromise with the Japanese; 
and second, to take whatever military measures were 
necessary to bottle up the Communist-led forces in the 
north and the new 4th Route Army in Kiangsi. 

It was Nieh’s conviction that these elements would 
not be able to force capitulation to the enemy. The 
Chiang Kai-shek leadership opposed the outright 
capitulation which it knew the entire nation would never 
accept. But behind the scenes it was maneuvering 
ambiguously. Contacts between Yenan and Chungking 
were being whittled down. In Kuomintang territory 
Communists and even moderate liberals were being 
subjected to repressive actions, and military action 
against the enemy had been reduced to mere “holding 
operations’’ on the regular fronts. Most disturbing of 
all, Kuomintang troops, which should be fighting the 
Japanese, were being moved into position against the 
Shcnsi-Ninghsia-Kansu District and Chin-Cha-Chi. 

I hey were clearly setting up a military cordon against 
the fighting areas of the north, with all the elements of 
an outright blockade. Attempts were also being made to 
hem in and even disarm the 4th Route Army in the 
south. 

In this situation, Nich declared, a new stage of the 
war was developing. If the present position continued, 
then the only serious fighting against the Japanese 
would be that carried on by the Sth Route Army and 
by the Partisans of Chin-Cha-Chi. It would mean 
that Japan would be able to divert many more of her 
troops from the south and concentrate them against 

Chin-Cha-Chi. 

I he Japanese were pinning their strategy on their 
superiority in manpower and equipment. The Sth Route 
Army strategy would be to lure them into the mountains, 
cut their communications, then fall upon them suddenly 



from every side. But the fighting would be on a new 
scale, and there would be more wounded than ever. 
“And that,” Nich concluded, “is where you, Pai 
tungtze, will be of strategic importance. Already the 
knowledge of your presence has in itself done much for 
the morale of our troops. I have received requests from 
many units that you be attached to them. .. .” 

From Nieh’s headquarters the unit returned to Chang 
Yu. Here, living in a cave, Bethune launched a nurses’ 
training school, tidied up the local base hospital, and 
found time to bring his diary up to date: 

Word has come through that Dr. Kisch is on his way 
here to help me. That’s wonderful news. But what docs 
it mean for Spain? How is it over there? The news from 
Spain has been very bad.... 

Kisch here! And Ma writes that a Dr. Kotnis* (highly 
trained) is also on his way from India. Ma warns that 
the Kuomintang blockade is really tight! Clashes have 
been reported between Chiang's troops and the 4th 
Route Army in the south. 

Ma says Canton fell to the Japanese without a fight, 
Hankow after bloody bombardments. 

When I go bade north to work with General Wang’s 
Brigade, Drs. Yo and Wang will go with me. Our sup¬ 
plies are low. Need knives, artery forceps, surgical 
scissors, catgut and silk ligatures. If no supplies can 
come through Chiang’s blockade, then we’ll have to 
get them through the Japanese blockade! Only bandages, 
cotton and gauze supplies are adequate at present. 
Antiseptics - low. Also anaesthesia. I have constructed 
a new form of transport for Field Hospital Equipment 
to carry all necessary material for an operating room, 
a dressing room and a drug room. All this equipment, 
sufficient for 100 operations, 500 dressings, and making 
up 500 prescriptions can be carried on two mules. This 
includes collapsible operating table, instruments, arm 
and leg splints, anaesthesia, antiseptics, sterile gauze, 

1 A distinguished Indian surgeon sent to China by the Indian National 
Congress, under the patronage of Jawaharlal Nehru. 
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etc. I plan to demonstrate its use everywhere I can. 
This form of transport should become universally used 
by all our medical units. 

On the day the mobile unit was to depart for the 
north, in the direction of Lai Yuan, Bethune came out 
of his cave to find Tung and Drs. Wang, Yo, Yeh, Hsiao 
and Lin. the whole senior staff of the Sanitary Service, 
drawn up in line, waiting for him. They were grinning 
like schoolboys. When Bethune looked inquiringly at 
Tung, the interpreter stepped forward and said in 
formal tones: 

The directors of the Sanitary Service have wished to 
give into your hands a letter for you personally, and 
have inquired of me to render it in English. They wish 
you this letter on the occasion of your leaving Chang 
Yu. and I will now read it that you know the thoughts 
they have of working with you and your leaving. 

He held up the sheaf of papers. While the five doctors 
nodded approval he read gravely: 

Dr. Bethune, 

Medical Adviser to the 

Chin-Cha-Chi Military District 

Dear Dr. Bethune: At first we should thank you for 
your hard work on the instruction and supervision of 
our hospitals. You have not only raised the technical 
standards of our staffs but also well organized our 
hospitals and given many valuable plans for the im¬ 
provements of these hospitals, so that a great number 
of patients can be cured and recovered, and the fight¬ 
ing forces at the front can be increased. We, all the 
staff members of the Sanitary Service and hospitals, are 
very glad and earnest to accept your criticisms and 
suggestions. 

But we are sorry to say that we have not taken much 
care about the entertainment of you. So we earnestly 
beg your pardon. We should never forget your kindness 
and direction to us. 

Next we should also show our most thankfulness to 
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you for you having given our patients a special fund 
for tobacco and cigarettes with your own salary of 
$100 a month. This great kindness shows your great 
consideration for our patients instead of yourself. Not 
only the patients lying on the k'angs would wish to 
thank you, but also the staff members would like to 
show their respect to you. You are really one of the 
saviors of world peace and an internationalist fighting 
for the peace and democracy of the world. 

Now we have bought with your monies many deli¬ 
cious foods and cigarettes for the patients of our hospi¬ 
tals. At the time to distribute these favorable things we 
hope you come to see them and give them a speech. 

We heard that you will travel to the other sub- 
districts in order to operate the patients and raise the 
technical standards of the doctors and nurses. We quite 
agree with you. But we hope you arc returning soon 
and giving more instructions and training to the staffs 
of the Sanitary Service and base hospitals here the next 
time. 

With warmest comradely greetings. 

DRS. YEH, YO. HSIAO, LIN, WANG 

Bcthune was silent as Tung ended and pressed the 
letter, in English and Chinese copies, into his hand. 
Then he shook hands slowly with each of the doctors in 
turn. 

“You have all been fine and wonderful comrades," 
he said. “Sometimes I have spoken harshly, but I am 
happy that you have worked hard, that you arc perfect¬ 
ing yourselves as doctors, that you have prepared 
yourselves for the important work of caring for our 
wounded.” To Doctors Yeh and Hsiao, who were re¬ 
maining behind, he added: “I shall look forward to 
being with you again.” 

“We wish the best for your health," they said, 
bowing. 

“1 wish the best for your health.” Bethune replied. 
“And may the wounded fare well under your care. . ..” 
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From chang yu they traveled across a long plain 
towards the distant yellow mountains. In the fields the 
stubble left from the summer’s harvesting was wilted and 
gray. The frozen road was brittle beneath the horses’ 
hoofs. Following in the rear, Bethune’s sprightly young 
orderly, Shou Yi Ping, amused himself by throwing 
stones at some passing gulls and sang popular songs: 

A few looks at the skies ... 

An enchantment for my eyes . .. 

We are all good shots and free . . . 

Every bullet lays low an enemy. .. . 

With the ascent of the first mountain at the end of the 
plain the air grew colder, the trails more treacherous. 
Across the crest they descended to another plain. 

For five days they continued northward, moving over 
the endless valleys and mountains. In the valleys the clat¬ 
tering of the horses’ hoofs ricocheted from perpendicular 
cliffs. On the mountainsides they struggled upward on 
foot, the wind whistling fiercely about them and drying 
the sweat on their necks. On the peaks their breaths 
turned to vapor. In the narrow passes, sometimes little 
more than deep fissures tunneled through solid rock, glit¬ 
tering icicles hung over their heads, like poised and 
deadly weapons. 

By the third day they were advancing through bliz¬ 
zards. with the plains lost in a thick white pall and the 
mountaintops covered by heavy clouds. The snow piled 
up on Bethune’s Japanese fur cap. obliterated the trails, 
and turned to steam on the dripping flanks of the 
animals. To keep warm they stamped along on foot, 
keeping a close grip on the horses’ reins. The temperature 
had dropped 20 degrees since Chang Yu. This was the 
first cold blast of the dreaded Shansi mountain winter. 
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At Fu Ping, the town where Tung had formerly been 
hsien magistrate, they rested overnight, warming them¬ 
selves on the hot k’angs of the townspeople. Then they 
pushed on again, struggling against the wind, the cold, 
the sudden snowdrifts. They reached the first casualty 
station on the evening of November 11, after a final 
ten-hour march without food or rest. It was the medical 
post of the 359th Brigade at Ho Chien Tsun. 

Their arrival, thanks to the efficient wireless com¬ 
munications systems in the free region, was expected. 
At the office of the local Health Bureau they were 
welcomed by the director. Dr. Koo Cheng-chun. and the 
medical officer, Dr. Fong, a tall young man with a long 
face and a strong peasant body. 

They exchanged greetings, removed their damp coats, 
stamped about on their numbed feet, accepted hot, 
unsweetened tea, then Bcthunc asked, “Where are the 
infirmaries?” 

“Food is being prepared,” Fong said solicitously. 
“After you have eaten and rested from your trip we 
will take you to the infirmaries if you wish to see them 
tonight.” 

“I not only wish to sec them tonight — I wish to see them 
now. How long will it be before the food is ready?” 

“Oli, it will not be more than twenty minutes,” Fong 
said. 

“Then I suggest wc go along right now,” Bethune 
said, getting into his greatcoat. 

Fong looked apprehensively at Director Koo. then at 
Tung. When Tung inclined his head silently at Bethune 
and grimaced in warning, Fong suggested nervously: 
“But you have had a long trip over the mountains. You 
have had no food since early morning. . ..” 

“Yes,” Koo interjected. “If will be good to have some 
food and rest.” 

Bethune buttoned his coat. “Wc have had a long trip, 
but so have the wounded.” 
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They followed him silently into the night. 

The infirmary was in a small temple just outside the 
town. It was like many another primitive hospital 
Bethune had seen further south. In a cramped ward 
some 30 soldiers lay on k'angs stretching along the wall. 
He began immediately at the first k’ang, examining the 
patient swiftly, then moving on to the next. As he 
completed his examinations he asked questions of Fong, 
gave instructions to his assistants, noted those who would 
need surgery, worked on dressings for the others. 
Towards the end of the line he was looking at a leg 
wound when he straightened suddenly. “Who is 
responsible for this case?” 

Fong stepped forward hesitantly. “I am.” 

Bethune turned, “Prepare this man for surgery at 
once— And I shall have something to say to you later.” 

He completed his examination of the other patients, 
then strode angrily to the adjoining room where the 
young soldier had been laid out on a stone table. This 
was the operating room. White curtains had been strung 
around the walls, a white sheet covered the ceiling, a 
buzzing gas lantern hung overhead. Beside the operat¬ 
ing table was a stand on which the instruments and 
antiseptics had been placed. Bethune washed up quickly, 
and removed the bandage from the soldier’s leg as Tung 
took his place at the head of the table and Dr. Yo stood 
beside him. The bandage, stiff with pus and blood, was 
stuck fast to the torn muscles. When it came off a fetid 
odor filled the room. 

Bethune turned to Fong. “You are responsible for this 
patient?" he spoke coldly once more. 

“Yes. .. 

“You must be punished. You are responsible for the 
fact that he will lose his leg. Look how the bone sticks 
out of the flesh like a dog’s fang! How could you permit 
the wound to get into such a state? How is it you failed 
to use splints?” 
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There was silence in the room. Fong fell back before 
Bethune’s accusations as if he had been whipped. This 
was Pai Chu En who was castigating him before his 
comrades; the idol of the army whose arrival he had 
been awaiting with enthusiasm. His simple, honest face 
twitched with shame. He tried to speak but the words 
died in his throat. He cast an appealing look at Koo. 

The Director shifted uncomfortably. “Perhaps,” he 
began in a placating voice, “it is not so much the 
negligence of Comrade Fong .. 

“No?” Bethune turned to him icily. “If this isn’t 
negligence, then what is it? Does Dr. Fong know some 
method of saving the patient’s leg at this point? Will 
he perhaps be able to replace it? It is not only negligence 
— it is complete disregard for the patient’s welfare.” 

“But there are only ten splints for the whole front 
hospital and they are all in use. There was no splint for 
Comrade Fong to use on the patient.” 

“No splints!” Bethune was choking with rage. “Is that 
an excuse? Are we to wait till splints arc available?Tell 
me, Comrade Koo, do our soldiers always have weapons? 
Do they stop fighting when they have no weapons? Do 
they say, 'Well, we will stop the war till we have 
weapons?’ Or do they go out and get them from the 
enemy? If there were no splints, then it was Dr. Fong’s 
duty to see that some were made, even if he had to make 
them himself. That is how a true doctor works. That’s 
how we did it at Shcng Yin Kou. I don't understand 
how we can call ourselves doctors and be so casual about 
our wounded.” 

Fong hung his head, Koo remained silent, the others 
were paralyzed by confusion — all except Tung. From 
the head of the table where he had been administering 
anesthetic, he spoke quietly, as if nothing had happened. 
“Pai dai fu, the patient is sleeping ready.. ..” 

Bethune turned back to the operating table. For a 
moment he looked down at the exposed, gangrenous leg 
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of the soldier. Then he began abruptly to explain the 
operation, his voice no longer harsh with accusation but 
low and emphatic. Why was amputation indicated? He 
answered with a description of gangrene, pointed out 
the shattered, protruding state of the bone, discussed 
the importance of selecting a suitable site for the 
amputation, tidced off the muscles, nerves, arteries, bone 
formation that would have to be severed, sketched the 
methods of stanching the flow of blood during and after 
the operation. 

The only sounds in the room were his voice, the higher 
lilt of Tung's translation, the buzzing of the gas lamp 
overhead. While he talked he began the incision, Wang 
and Yo moving into their accustomed places on both 
sides of the table, Fong. Koo, Chia and the other nurses 
relaxing. 

Bcthune stopped suddenly, a perplexed look on his 
face as he held up the tool in his hand. “This," he said, 
turning to Fong, “is nothing but an ordinary wood saw! 
This is for cutting lumber, not human bone! Do you 
expect me to amputate with it?” 

l ong stuttered: “It... it... is the only saw we have 
ever had. ...” 

Bcthune threw the saw away with distaste. “Dr. Yo. 
we must get our own set of instruments. Wait. How 
long would it take? No, it’s too late. The mules haven’t 
even been unpacked. There’s no time.” He picked up the 
saw again while the others watched apprehensively, 
twanged it in his hands, cursed, then disinfected it hur¬ 
riedly and returned to the operating table. 

Now he worked with clenched teeth, his lips pressed 
back above his beard as the saw rasped sickcningly 
through the bone. . .. 

It was midnight when the operation was completed. 
Doctors and nurses stood in a silent group about the 
patient. Bcthune finished bandaging the raw stump, 
and then turned again to Dr. Fong. “We spend years. 
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working, studying... so that when the time comes we can 
save a leg, a life . .. But what if we haven’t worked and 
studied properly? What if we are negligent? Then 
somebody pays with a leg, a life . .. Tell me. Dr. Fong 
— what university did you graduate from?" 

Fong mumbled something and walked out of the room 
with downcast eyes. 

In the silence that followed Dr. Yo, who spoke only 
on rare occasions, said placatingly: "The necessity to 
amputate was most unfortunate. But the poor material 
conditions we are facing at present. .. Perhaps since 
there were not enough splints ...” 

"Perhaps! Not enough splints! Of what have we 
enough? When will we have enough? No, it was in¬ 
excusable. Sudi cases must be reported to General Nieh. 
If one of our soldiers should throw away his gun, he 
would be punished. And if one of our doctors loses the 
leg of a soldier without reason, then he must be punished 
too. A gun is something we can replace — but a limb — 
that we can t replace.’ Bcthunc turned away with a 
gesture to indicate the matter was closed. He made a 
final check of the patient, issued instructions that a nurse 
remain constantly at his side, washed up, then glanced 
briefly at his wrist watdi and said to Koo, as if resum¬ 
ing some unfinished business: “What about the other 
patients?” 

At Koo’s surprised look he repeated: "The other 
patients. Isn’t there another infirmary? In the telegram 
asking me to come here it was clearly stated — 'many 
wounded arc waiting.' Here there are only 30. Where 
are the others?” 

"There arc others,” Koo quickly explained. “But they 
are at Chu Hui Tse. Our hospital is divided into two 
sections. This is the rear section - the other is at Chu 
Hui Tse, further north near the front. The more serious 
cases are kept there. It was our plan that you inspect 
the section here, then we could arrange to take you to 
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Chu Hui Tse. We were thinking of your long trip - 
your expected need for rest.... It is difficult traveling 
from here. ...” Koo floundered uncomfortably, as if 
trying to ward off another outburst. 

“It is loo many hours’ travel,” he said earnestly to 
Tung, whispering so that Bethune missed what he was 
saying. “Can you not explain? I beg you to cool the fire 
in the eminent one. He is weary with travel and operat¬ 
ing. There will be heavy criticism if we drag him about 
irresponsibly." 

“What was that?” Bethune demanded. 

“ Tunglze ,” Tung said soothingly. “It is many li to 
the other section of the hospital. The night is too late 
now to leave. They must be thinking of preparations for 
the trip too. Now while we wait wc can enjoy some rest. 
They are thinking of your comfort for the sake of the 
wounded. And if now we are leaving how will you be 
efficiently operating the patients?” 

Bethune looked at his watdi again, wavering. “Well, 
it’s too late to change anything. Can we be ready at 
4:30 this morning?” It was more a command than a 
question. He waited till Koo nodded. “Then it’s settled. 
We’ll leave at 4:30 a.m., Dr. Yo - wc shall take our full 
operating equipment with us." 

“Perhaps now,” Koo queried weakly, “Pai Chu En 
tungtze and all of the tungtzemen will honor us by ac¬ 
cepting the food that has been prepared?” 

They went out into the darkness. They crunched over 
the snow into the silent village, bending forward against 
the mountain wind that swept through the street. As 
Bethune went into the building of the Sanitary Service 
Koo held Tung back a moment. 

“Does he mean seriously that we are to leave at 4:30 
in the morning? He will have only two hours’ sleep. 
Does he like only to talk about time, like foreigners do?” 

“He is most serious." l ung replied with a smile. “The 
wounded are to him like iron to a magnet.” 
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Koo looked up at the starless sky. shivering a little in 
the cold. “He must be like iron himself — white with 
heat.” 

. They went in hurriedly to the long-delayed dinner. 

At 4:00 a.m. Bethune was in the infirmary, examin¬ 
ing Shiao, the boy whose leg he had amputated, in the 
feeble light of an oil lamp beside the soldier's bed. “How 
do you feel?” he asked in Chinese. 

“All right.” 

“Does it hurt?” 

“No.” 

Bethune put his hand on the soldier’s clammy fore¬ 
head and looked at the strained eyes, the haggard 
features, the tight lips, the beads of perspiration, like 
cold dew left by a pain-wracked night. “No. wo di cr. 
I know it must hurt now, my son. But you are a brave 
lad.” Tung came quietly into the ward, joining him. 
and he continued in English: “I am very pleased that 
you are doing well. For a while the pain will be a part 
of recovery. I am going to Chu Hui Tsc for a few days, 
but they will look after you. and I shall be back to see 
you again.” To the nurse he said: “Watch over him as 
if he is your brother....” 

At 4:25 Bethune and Tung, mounted, were waiting 
outside the temple-hospital beneath the statue of a fat 
Buddha. In a few minutes they were joined by Wang. 
Yo, Chia, the other attendants and the pack animals. 
Promptly on the half-hour Koo came hurrying from the 
village, panting, his face drawn. He climbed heavily 
onto his waiting horse and whispered to Tung: “May 
I never spend such a night again. I have been so fearful 
that I would fail to awaken in time that I have been 
walking about my room since I left you. burning the 
lamp beside my watch to show the time. How docs the 
doctor sleep and rise like a machine?” 

They were deep in the mountains when the shadows 
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paled and the first rays of the sun glittered on the snow. 
Bethune. riding ahead with Tung, shifted his eyes from 
the trail to his companion’s impassive face. “Tungtze 
he said, “you have said nothing since we started out. 
You are my other self, you know, and when you are 
silent it means I am wrapped in silence too.” 

Tung glanced over his shoulder at the others, strung 
out several hundred yards behind, and slowed his horse 
to a walk. “I have been silently giving my thoughts to 
Fong, dai fit." 

Bethune cast a swift look at Tung. He knew every ex¬ 
pression on his companion’s broad and cheerful face. 
He divined from the innocent look it now wore that 
Tung had been carefully preparing some method of 
broadiing a delicate subject with his usual diplomatic 
indirection. “It’s a waste of time.” lie said shortly. “The 
man s inadequate — he s no doctor. And unable to stand 
up to criticism, in the bargain.” 

“Well, that is the matter, of course. That is the reason 
he has put such sorrow in my thoughts.” 

“What matter?" 

“Why, the matter that he is no doctor, that —” 

“No. 1 don't mean that.” Bethune interjected. “I 
mean he is no good as a doctor. Hasn’t the right 
approach.” 

“But he is no doctor, ever." Tung continued blandly. 

“What sort of nonsense is that?” Bethune was im¬ 
patient now. “He is a surgeon at Ho Chicn Tsun casualty 
station. And any man fresh out of a university would 
have handled that leg wound better than he did.” 

T ung nodded. They tracked on through the snow for 
a while, then he resumed casually: “Poor Fong. He 
would have known more well also if some time he had 
participated in study in a university. He is never in his 
lifetime a doctor by study. He has learned only through 
watching and other s mouths. He has operated the 
wounded only by practice.” 
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Bethune reined in his horse, se ; zed the bit of the 
other horse, and pulled Tung closer. “How can it be 
that he never studied to be a doctor? Tung, I can see by 
your innocent face that you’re working me round to 
something. What’s all this nonsense? Are you trying to 
save him from being punished? Didn’t you see the result 
of the man’s criminal negligence with your own eyes? 
Would you excuse a thing like that?” 

“ Tungtze ,” Tung said smoothly, “last night, when 
you were deeply asleep, I was sitting with Fong for a 
long time. He gave me a sorrowful picture of his life 
from his earliest days. That is why all morning I have 
been wordless. May I direct to you, tungtze, the story of 
Dr. Fong?” 

Bethune released Tung’s horse and made a wry mouth. 
They rode their horses at a walk, stirrup to stirrup, 
while Tung spoke. 

“Fong was born in a small village. His family was 
poor. In the village there was no school, so there was 
no way for him to learn to read and write. When still 
in childhood he learned to do the watching of water 
buffaloes. All his childhood he looked after water 
buffaloes in the fields. Never did he know the sight of 
a book. Then one day a detachment of the 8th Route 
Army was passing in the village. They gave plays to 
the village and talks about the war, about the happenings 
in the country. Fong joined with the Army. He taught 
himself to read and write by asking questions of others. 
First he was a guard. When he learned reading and 
writing he became a nurse. Then a head nurse. Then he 
began coming to doctors to write out for him the Latin 
names of medicines in Chinese characters. Some soldiers 
thought he was making a joke, but he studied the 
foreign words alone at night... till he knew them by 
memory. Then watching the doctors in the operating 
room he became a surgeon by experience. Now, when 
we have come to Ho Chien Tsun he has been studying 


some English words like the Latin medical names so he 
could better learn from you, Pai Chu En.” 

Tung finished and folded his hands over the reins on 
the pommel of his saddle, as if he had been telling an 
anecdote that no longer interested him. 

Bethunc eyed him in astonishment. Was it possible? 
In an unknown village a buffalo tender had caught a 
breath of the world outside his village. He had been 
swept up by an army that fought at the front and 
taught in the rear. By an act of sheer self-discipline he 
had made himself a surgeon, because war meant wounds, 
and healed soldiers meant victorious resistance, and in 
resistance Fong the illiterate became Fong dai fu, the 
doctor, the eminent one, the master of life and learning. 

Bethune cursed himself inwardly. Why hadn’t he 
known? Why hadn’t he suspected when Fong said noth¬ 
ing to his questions? And how many others were like 
Fong! Shiao, the partisan who lost his leg and refused 
to admit pain. The woman chairman of Ping Shan, the 
hsicn tzu s/ii, who shrugged aside a thousand years of 
servility to lead a county government. The nurse of 
Sheng Yin Kou, who conquered fear worse than death 
to give his blood. The young students, trekking without 
food from the occupied cities to the university at Yenan. 
stealing through enemy lines, sowing the wisdom of 
their books from village to village. His own Tung, the 
educated magistrate, esteemed with civic honors yet 
going cheerfully into the wilderness beside him. The men 
and women of a thousand villages, who burned their 
homes before the advancing enemy, who retreated with 
a few packs on their backs, joined the guerrillas and 
returned with guns in their hands. Out of the shadows 
they were rising, the silent, persistent Fongs, the five 
hundred million, stirred by a giant passion, a hunger as 
deep as Fongs to learn, to live, to inherit the soil of 
their own withheld land. And he, Bethune thought, had 
humiliated one of these! He. who only a few weeks ago 
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had penned a sermon in his diary about the words of 
Mao: “You can teach the people only when you become 
their pupil!” He had tried to instill the meaning of 
Mao’s words into his address at Sheng Yin Kou. He had 
thought he understood them. But the road to wisdom 
had no end. There was always more to understand, to 
learn, to teach, to live. ... 

He was roused from his reflections by Tung, who sud¬ 
denly stopped ahead of him and called back: “It is Chu 
Hui Tse in the valley below.” 

They had come out of the pass onto a long incline 
sloping down to a glittering plain. In the center of the 
plain, dirty brown against the snow-covered fields, stood 
the collection of compounds that housed the advance 
casualty station. They dismounted, stretched their legs 
and waited for the others to catch up with them. , 

Looking down at the village Bethune said: “I am glad 
you told me about Fong.” And then, while Tung eyed 
him sideways: “You know, in the West, in many books 
written about China, it’s always stressed that the Chi¬ 
nese consider it a matter of honor never to ‘lose face.’ 
Is it still like that among many Chinese? I haven’t 
noticed mudi of it here in the free regions." 

Tung smiled. “Still some people are most sensitive 
not to lose face. But many things change in China. As 
you have witnessed, in the 8th Route Army and the 
organizations in the border regions we teach self- 
criticism. ‘Face’ is for the landlords and the rich ones. 
In fighting there is no time to worry about it.” He 
added with a mischievous note: “Of course, it is every¬ 
where known that you, dai fu, give nobody chances to 
keep or lose face.” 

Bethune laughed and put his arm about Tung. “When 
we get back to Ho Chien Tsun, tungtze, I shall go to 
Fong and I shall sec that I ‘lose all my face’ to him!” 

* 
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Late the next day they were bade at Ho Chien Tsun, 
making the return trip over the trails still freshly 
churned by their horses’ hoofs. Bethune led Tung into 
the village at a gallop, far ahead of the rest of the 
caravan. With Tung still in tow he went directly to 
Fong’s room in the house of one of the villagers. 

Fong was lying on the k'ang in the evening gloom. 
“Haow bu haouw” he greeted them, rising quickly and 
lighting an oil lamp. 

Bethune sat down beside Fong on the k'ang. "Fong 
tungtze” he began without ceremony. “Yesterday Tung 
told me something of how you became a surgeon.” 

Fong looked quickly from Bethune to Tung and 
lowered his eyes. 

“It isn’t an easy thing, is it-becoming a good 
surgeon?” Bethune continued evenly. "Now that I 
know some of the things that happened to you I’d like 
to tell you a few of the things that happened to me. You 
know. I was much older than you when I began to 
practice as a doctor. And as a doctor I suffered from 
two verv difficult diseases.” 

4 

Fong looked up curiously. He had expected that 
Bethune’s arrival meant the beginning of an official 
inquiry into his work. But Bethunc’s opening words 
didn’t seem to fit. 

"I was only beginning to make my way as a surgeon 
when I came down with a bad case of tuberculosis. That 
was —yes. twelve years ago, when many things were 
still new or unknown in the surgery of tuberculosis. 
There seemed no possible cure for me. I buried myself 
in a sanatorium, expecting to die. As it happens, I 
managed to get myself cured. That’s when I decided to 
become a thoracic surgeon.. . . For years I have lived 
with only one lung, but I studied. I did research, I 
worked under one of the world’s great masters in my 
own countrv. And in the end I defeated the disease 

4 

and became a thoracic surgeon.” 
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Bethune paused and lit a cigarette. In the long silence 
that followed Fong sat still, then raised his head to look 
at Pai Chu En. He saw an enigmatic smile on the latter’s 
face, a look that prompted him to smile nervously him¬ 
self. “And your second sickness?” he asked at last, 
hesitantly. 

“My second ... ‘sickness’.. . well, that wasn't so 
simple. I caught it from no one — and I caught it from 
everything. I got it as a boy. as a man. as a doctor. It 
was much worse than tuberculosis. It was my temper — it 
wasn’t like curing an infection. I could’nt get rid of it 
by drugs. And many of the things I saw as a doctor only 
made it worse.. .. Just as I once gave in to tuberculosis, 
so I once gave in to my temper. But there came a time 
when I no longer gave in to it. That was after I came to 
understand that tuberculosis was not merely a disease 
of the body but a social crime — when I saw in my own 
country how some were rich and many were poor, when 
I went to Spain, where the people arc fighting like the 
people in China. I saw men dying because they wanted 
to live. And now I have been in China over nine 
months.... I have learned what must be done to cure this 
second sickness.... But sometimes it breaks out again, 
and I have to fight with it to keep it under control. Now 
it doesn’t happen often, but it happened the other night. 
Do you understand, lungtze?" 

“Yes,” Fong answered softly. 

Bethune jumped up briskly. “Well, we arc leaving 
early in the morning and there are many things to be 
done before we get to bed. To be a good surgeon you 
will have to work hard and face many disappointments, 
tungtze. I would be cheating you if I didn’t warn you 
frankly. You will have to make up for all the things you 
have missed. You will have to study, to learn —just as 
our boys have to learn to fight the enemy. I shall ask 
Dr. Koo to have you assigned to our unit in the near 
future. You can work under me. I will help you to study. 


Wc can use another doctor. And it will give you an 
opportunity to round out your experience.” 

‘‘I would be very happy,” Fong said, rising. He 
followed Bethune and Tung to the door, opened his 
mouth to speak again, thought better of it, then blurted: 
“Pai Chu En dai fu .. . I recognize my responsibility in 
the case of the soldier Shiao. I have had to learn every¬ 
thing myself.... It is only a few years since the army 
helped me to a knowledge of reading and writing. If J 
can come with you someday I promise to work seri¬ 
ously ... I have a son ... perhaps someday when he 
grows up the sons of peasants will be able to go to school. 
I shall do everything to give him the opportunity to 
study that I have not had. Perhaps he will be a fine 
doctor to make up for me....” 

‘‘Make a fine surgeon of yourself, tungtze — that will 
be the best example for him to follow.” 

Fong’s eyes glowed in his solemn face. “I shall teach 
him to follow a better example.” he said. “The example 
of our Pai Chu En.” 


44 

The lines of wounded moving back from the front 
grew longer and the Mobile Unit pushed doggedly 
through the mountains to meet the increased flow of 

casualties. 

On November 22 Bethune and his caravan reached the 
villageof ChuanLinKo.northofLai Yuan, where General 
Wang Chen, commander of the 359th Brigade, had 
established headquarters. Here Bethune was to lose his 
temper again, but this time without apology. 

For three days and three nights the wounded were 
carried from the front to Chuan Lin Ko. Fighting had 
been heavy, and there had been heavy casualties. 
Bethune was ready with his operating theater when the 
first 35 casualties were brought in. No sooner had he 
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begun his examinations than his face turned white with 
anger. 

He summoned the litter-bearers, lined them up in the 
mud building where he had set up his operating theater, 
and addressed them angrily: “These wounded have been 
on their way here from the front for three days. Not a 
single one of them has received any attention since his 
wounds were dressed by the regimental doctors. Why? 
Why is it not a single bandage has been changed? Do 
you think your job is merely to carry the casualties as 
if they were so much baggage? You are medical workers, 
not mules!” 

The field men quailed before Bethune’s furious look. 
“From Lai Yuan to this village,” one of them attempted 
to explain feebly, “there are no rest stations ... no first- 
aid units. We could do nothing....” 

“That’s no excuse! If there arc no rest stations, im¬ 
provise them somewhere. If you have no bandage, use 
the shirt off your back.” Bethunc turned to Tung. “I 
want a messenger sent to Genera! Wang at once. As 
medical adviser to the Chin-Cha-Chi Military District 
I am officially requesting that he come here in person to 
investigate the condition in which the wounded are ar¬ 
riving from the front.” 

General Wang arrived at the base hospital next day. 
in response to Bethunc’s message, while Bethunc was at 
work in the operating room. He waited till the soldier 
Bethunc had been operating on was taken away, and 
went in. 

“I am Commander Wang,” he said. “Chuyang, Pai Chu 
En dai fu. I have looked up to your name for a long time.” 

“I have looked up to your name. General Wang," 
Bethunc said. “General Nieh tells me you are one 
of the bravest and most courageous of his generals. 
Your Brigade’s fighting ability is beyond criticism, 
but its handling of the wounded is deplorable and 
impermissible.” 


301 


Bethune then led Wang through the houses where the 
wounded were quartered, recounting the manner in 
which they had been transported without attention for 
three days. He pointed out infections that could have 
been avoided, simple wounds that had been neglected, 
two cases of gangrene resulting from tourniquets that 
had been left untended. 

General Wang listened gravely. Bade in the operat¬ 
ing theater he meditated a moment, then said firmly: 
“Your criticisms have an edge like a sharp dagger, dai 
ftt. But they are justified. We lack equipment and 
trained people for our medical work, but you have 
convinced me there must be immediate improvement. I 
accept personal responsibility to sec that every one of 
your suggestions is carried out. I shall remain here with 
you till all the wounded are attended. Then we shall 
decide on the steps to be taken immediately.” 

For 24 hours General Wang remained in the operat¬ 
ing room with Bethune and the others. He watched 
while Bethune operated. When the morning light filtered 
in through the paper-covered window the air in the 
room was heavy with the smell of blood, sweat, sup¬ 
purating wounds. With two staggered intervals for food 
and a five-minute rest the operating continued all 
through the day. Late in the evening, when the last 
surgery had been completed, they went outside for a 
breath of cold air. then returned for a conference on 
improvements in care of the wounded in the area. 

The discussion was brief and incisive. Between the 
front and the rear a series of lirst-aid stations would 
be set up in the villages. In these there would be person¬ 
nel and equipment to give the wounded provisional at¬ 
tention while they were being transported to the rear. 

“The use of the mobile unit directly at the front,” 
Bethune emphasized, “is the most important change we 
can introduce. I am convinced that it will cut our 
fatalities drastically.” 

4 
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“Agreed,” Wang said. “In one week we arc springing 
a new trap on the enemy. Can you be ready to go into 
action with us?” 

“Give me one day's notice, and we ll be there.” 
Bethune replied. “We are leaving in the morning for 
the base hospital at Yang Shia Chang, ten miles from 
here. We will wait there for word from you.” 

Wang seized Bethunc’s hand and shook it twice - 
once up and once down. “We shall be together next 
week, dai fu," he said. 

On the night of November 27 a courier arrived at 
Yang Shia Chang from General Wang’s headquarters 
with a letter for Bethune. With the letter came a gift: 
a beautiful brown mare which had been captured from 
the enemy. As a matter of routine the letter went first 
to Tung for translation. Alone in his quarters Tung 
read it, glanced at the time, thought for a while, then 
decided to confer with Dr. Yo. 

He found Yo in his room, polishing his belt with 
chicken fat. “Ti ingtzc,” Tung said with a troubled air, 
“I would like your opinion as assistant to Pai Chu F.n 
... A message has come from General Wang for the 
doctor. It says that the attack is to take place in two 
days . .. north of Lin Chu. I wonder whether we should 
give Pai Chu En the message now or tomorrow morn¬ 
ing. What is your opinion?” 

“Why not wait till the morning?" Yo asked. About 
40 years old. plump, with a good-natured face, he had a 
reputation for long silences and terse comments. Some¬ 
body had once jokingly made a record of the number 
of words he had spoken on an average day and reported 
that his total conversation had been ten sentences. Now, 
having asked the question, he looked inquiringly at 
Tung. 

“He will be very angry,” Tung thought out loud. 
“But in three days he has done 40 serious operations. It 
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is many weeks since he has slept a full night. There will 
be a long way to travel, but if I tell him in the morning, 
there will still be enough time. If I tell him now he will 
want to begin preparations to leave at once.. .. Again 
he will have no rest.... General Nieh has personally 
demanded that we take better care of him.” Tung 
wrinkled his face with concern. ‘‘But you know how he 
is when he hears there are wounded somewhere....” 

Yo finished polishing his belt and said slowly: 
“Tonight Pai Chu En can sleep. All the surgery has 
been completed. If you give him the message in the 
morning he will be angry, truly, but it will be better for 
him to be angry than to miss his rest. He has lost much 
weight. He keeps working faster and longer than any¬ 
body, but he is very tired. He is working not with this — 
Yo flexed the muscles of his arms — “but with this. 
He touched a finger to his head and heart. 4 May I see 
the message?” It was the longest speech Tung had ever 
heard from Dr. Yo. 

When Yo read the letter he said regretfully: “No, 
we must give it to him now. It is from Commander 
Wang himself. It says clearly that the attack will be of 
great importance. We cannot assume responsibility, in 
case something should go wrong. We should persuade 
Pai Chu En that there is enough time to leave tomor¬ 
row. But we must mention nothing about taking time 
for him to rest, for then he will want to leave at 
once.” 

In the end Tung agreed. He found Bethune in his 
room, working by lamplight. From the manuscripts on 
the table Tung could tell the doctor had been turning 
out another chapter of his medical textbook. 

“There is a message from General Wang,” Tung said, 
translating it and then watching Bethune surreptitiously. 
There was no doubt about it. Tung thought, dai fu was 
in need of a rest. His cotton trousers were baggy. In 
the turtleneck sweater he still wore in moments of 
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relaxation his shoulders were sharp and thin. His eyes 
alone seemed to shine with zest and energy, even as he 
narrowed them behind the preposterous metal-rimmed 
glasses he used for reading and surgery. 

Bethune found a map, flattened it on the table, and 
calculated distances. “Not too bad. About 200 li to the 
front.” 

“The night is already greatly advanced," Tung said 
judiciously. “For what time should I instruct them to 
be ready? Some time tomorrow morning? 

Bethune frowned. “It’s eleven o clock now. Say five 
in the morning. Well, what’s the matter with that?” 

“From now till five will be the short space of six 
hours. That means only five hours for sleep and the 
packing of the animals.” Tung was thinking that to leave 
at five would give Bethune hardly four hours sleep. 
“Perhaps seven o’clock will be giving more time for the 
preparations?” he suggested, adding deftly: “It will also 
be giving the others more time for rest before their 
heavy work.” 

“Make it six, then,” Bethune compromised. 

“I shall instruct the others . . . Good night. ...” 

Tung went out, highly pleased. To jockey Pai Chu En 
into an extra hour’s sleep, he told himself, was a victory 
indeed. 


45 

Early on the morning of November 29, while it was 
still dark. Bethune set up his mobile operating theater 
in a temple near the Kuan Lin-Lin Chu highway. All 
during the previous day and most of the night lie had 
traveled over 75 miles of mountain country from Yang 
Shia Chang. He had established liaison with General 
Wang, organized relays of stretcher-bearers to bring up 
the wounded, and prepared evacuation teams to transport 
them to Chu Hui Tsc after they had been treated. 
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The purpose of the action was to cut the Kuan Lin- 
Lin Chu road, which was of strategic importance to the 
Japanese in developing their drive southwards against 
Chin-Cha-Chi.Todo that two groups of General Wang’s 
men were to make surprise attacks on enemy garrisons 
guarding the road, while other units of the 359th 
Brigade remained in the rear as reserves. The temple 
which Bethune had turned into a temporary hospital lay 
midway between the two attacking units, a mile back of 
the road. 

During the night Japanese tank patrols had passed 
along the road, noticing nothing unusual in the hills 
banking their route. The attack began shortly before 
dawn with the blowing of bugles and the sound of 
machine-gun fire, followed a few minutes later by the 
detonations of hand grenades. At 5:15 in the afternoon, 
exactly seven hours and fifteen minutes after the launch¬ 
ing of the attack, the first wounded soldier was brought 
in. “Not nearly quick enough yet,” Bethune commented 
as the stretcher-bearers carried him out of the hills. But 
15 minutes later, when the soldier went under anesthesia, 
an important fact had been established. Never before, 
on the many fronts in China, had a soldier received full 
surgery so quickly after falling on the battlefield. 

All through the evening and night the fighting 
continued, the wounded were carried to the temple, 
Bethune and his assistants kept operating. By eight 
o’clock the following morning he had performed25 major 
operations. While he worked the stretcher-bearers 
brought reports that the battle was growing fiercer. 

By midday the rows of casualties on the temple floor 
had doubled. The unit was now working in a steady, un¬ 
broken rhythm: the wounded arrived from the front, 
the serious cases went into the operating room, those 
operated on were evacuated by special teams to the base 
hospital at Chu Hui Tse. about ten miles away. 

When a member of General Wang’s staff arrived to 
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inquire anxiously whether it would be possible to 
receive more wounded, Bethune sent bade word, without 
leaving the operating table: "We'll keep operating as 

long as the wounded keep arriving. 

At the fiftieth operation, after standing on his feet 
and administering anesthetics for 24 hours. Tung’s hands 
began to tremble. He managed to last out the operation, 
then sat down on the floor, his eyes glazed, his face 

suddenly slack. 

Bethune helped him to a bench, looked down his 
throat, took his temperature, and cried: “You blather 
about me not taking care of myself! You've been work¬ 
ing a night and a day with an ugly case of tonsillitis 
and a high fever.” He asked Chia to make a bed and 
gave him some sedatives. Dr. Yo took over the ad¬ 
ministering of anesthesia and Dr. Wang took his place 
beside Bethune. 

In the evening the wounded were still coming, and 
the first case of severe shock was brought in. With 
no one to spare. Dr. Wang volunteered to give blood. 
Bethune withdrew 300 cc. and Wang returned to the 
operating table to work for another 12 hours. When 
another patient hemorrhaged, Dr. Yo and Dr. Fong 
volunteered their blood. For the next transfusion Chia 
volunteered, glowing with embarrassed pride at the 

fond look Bethune gave her. 

Then word arrived from the front that Japanese 
reinforcements were approaching. The issue would soon 

be decided. 

In the early hours of the morning, reserve units of 
the 359th Brigade stole through the dark mountains till 
they readied a hill overlooking the highway. Whispered 
messages passed back and forth, steel clanked against 
steel, the line spread out. shadowy figures crawled about 
setting up gun emplacements, then blended into the 

rocks and hollows. 
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Fifty yards below, the road was a thin, elliptical line. 
On the other side the ground sloped steeply upwards 
again. Sooner or later, according to intelligence reach¬ 
ing General Wang, the Japanese reinforcements would 
have to pass this narrow stretch of highway. They were 
coming, scouts had confirmed, in a convoy of 55 trucks. 

For two hours the Chinese soldiers waited, as motion¬ 
less as the rocks behind which they had burrowed into 
the earth. Then there was a rumbling sound, and soon 
a tank came grinding along the highway, a head peer¬ 
ing out of the turret under a peaked cap. Behind the 
tank came the first group of five trucks. As the tank and 
lead trucks passed, the next group came into view, then 
the next. They were traveling slowly, without lights. They 
were large, open trucks, packed with Japanese soldiers 
whose faces were taut and shiny in the moonlight. 

On the hill Wang’s men silently pulled their rifles to 
their shoulders, took aim on their machine guns, caressed 
the grenades hanging on their belts. With the cold- 
nerved discipline of many battles they waited for the 
command to open fire. But as the trucks kept passing 
below and no signal was given, they raised their heads 
uneasily, their eyes trying to discover the commander 
in the darkness, the pins of their grenades cold in their 
mouths. Then, when it seemed at least half the trucks 
had gone by, the commander’s voice suddenly shouted 
the order. A fusillade of rifle and machine-gun fire hit 
the convoy in the center, the front and the rear, followed 
by the shattering detonations of hand grenades. 

There were screams of pain from the convoy, hoarse 
shouts, commands, curses. The lead tank reared up, 
trying to swing round on the narrow road, then jerked 
sideways in the blasts of three hand grenades, was lost 
in smoke, and settled to the ground on crumpled treads. 
The trucks piled up against each other. Flames leaped 
from bursting gas tanks. Enemy soldiers jumped and 
fell to the road. They fired wildly in every direction. 
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Some crawled behind the trucks for cover, others 
scrambled up the opposite slope in confusion. 

With grim precision the guerrillas kept pouring their 
fire into the stalled vehicles and milling men. Then a 
captain leaped to a rode, a tall, gaunt figure, swinging 
a hand grenade. “ Pin-n-n-n ba!" he cried in a trium¬ 
phant voice. “ Smash the enemy, comrades! Bcthnne is 
here to take care of the wounded!" 

The guerrillas swarmed down the hill. 

“ Pin-n-n-n ba!" the officers roared, running furiously 
ahead of their men. "Pai Chu En - tchu tsai-wo men 

ho mien!" 

The guns blazed point-blank into the shattered ranks 
of the enemy as they swept down, echoing the rhythmic, 
victorious shout: 

attack! bethune is here to take care 

OF THE WOUNDF.d! 
attack! BETHUNE IS WITH Us! 
attack! BETHUNE IS WITH Us! 

Up and down the highway and into the hills the strange 
battle cry pursued the dazed Japanese until dawn came, 
the last gun was silent, over 500 enemy troops were dead 
or prisoners, and the victorious soldiers returned to 
gather up the vast pile of captured equipment. 

At ten o’clock on the morning of December 1 Bethune 
turned wearily away from the operating table and gave 
the order for the mobile unit to be made ready for 
departure. He had been operating continuously, with¬ 
out rest, for 40 hours. Since the afternoon when the first 
casualty had arrived he had performed 71 operations. 
Tung, still running a fever, was huddled in a blanket 
in a corner. Wang, after his donation of blood, had 
finally been forced to stretch out on the floor. Yo was 
cleaning up, glassy-eyed, falling asleep on his feet. 
Bethune himself felt an unpleasant ringing in his ears. 
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Now, with the battle over, and all the wounded 
evacuated, he found a few hours for sleep. Then he was 
up again, for at the base hospital at Chu Hui Tse the 
casualties would need postoperative care and a special 
check to estimate the results of surgery in the front lines. 

At two o’clock, as the mobile unit was ready to begin 
the trip for Chu Hui Tse, General Wang arrived to see 
them off. He took Bethune’s hand jubilantly in his and 
exclaimed: “We have found a new battle cry. Our sol¬ 
diers go into battle with your name.” He sang out: 
“ ‘ Attack! Bcthune is with us!’ — May the enemy hear it 
on many fronts!” 

On the frozen trails to Chu Hui Tse, swinging on his 
beautiful mare, Bethunc led his tired but cheerful 
caravan through the snowbound mountains, filled with 
a happiness he had never known, singing for the others 
who followed him. his beloved song of yearning and 
struggle: 

Far off is our land. 

Yet ready we stand. 

We’re fighting and winning for you: 

Freedom! 

We’ll not yield a foot to the fascists. 

Though the bullets may fall like sleet. 

Our comrades, stanch men, stand beside us. 

And for us there can be no retreat. 


-Hi 

Now, during a few days* lull. Bcthune rested and 
brought his diaries and correspondence up to date: 

December S: Back at Yang Chia Chang. 

Tung is better, but all of us are tired. Food hasn t 
been too good these past few months. We are all a little 
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anaemic. My ears liave been giving me some trouble. My 
teeth are bad and need attention. I think there is a 
dentist in Sian, but God knows when I’ll be near Sian. 

Have sent my reports to Mao Tse-tung and General 
Nieh on the results of the Mobile Unit’s work in the 
front lines with Commander Wang’s troops. We have 
now proved our point. At the Base Hospital at Chu Hui 
Tse where I checked all the cases that had been operated on 
at the front, I found: of the 71 wounded who received 
surgery only one died! Three of the wounded were 
Japanese whom we’ve already sent bade to their lines. 
Despite the fact that there were no secondary dressing 
stations between our unit and the Base Hospital, one-third 
of the wounded arrived at the hospital without any trace 
of infection! That is something new here. It is a great 
advance, but we can do even better. (The Japanese, by 
the way, used tear and sneeze gas on our men.) It is 
now clearly established: the time is gone when doctors 
will wait in the rear for the wounded. The doctor’s job 

now is to be right up at the front. 

An important point: two patients, both with identical 
abdominal perforations, were both given the same 
surgical treatment. One lived, one died. The reason? 
The first was operated on eight hours after he was 
wounded, the second - eighteen hours after he was 
wounded. .. .The difference between life and death was 

ten hours. 

During a lull in the fighting the Mobile Units can 
work at the Base Hospitals. They should go into action 
at the front when the number of casualties are expected 
to be greater than the regimental doctor can handle. 
That is usually the case in any action involving more 

than two hundred men. 

Well, we have come a long way! 


December 9: 

Dear Ma: I’m getting used to not hearing from you! 


311 



By God, I’ve got to! Two months now. The Yenan 
Medical Unit arrived on November 25. 1 I had been 
looking forward to this Unit’s arrival, not only because 
it will be helpful medically, but also because I expected 
some books, magazines and papers — and some news of 
the outside world. 

What they brought was an X-ray without a dynamo 
or the upright (iron), so it won’t work. They also brought 
me Canadian cigarettes, chocolate bars, a tin of cocoa 
and a tube of shaving soap. Since I wear a beard I won’t 
need the shaving soap. The other things were welcome, 
but I would have exchanged them all for a single 
newspaper or magazine or book. 

I haven’t seen an English language newspaper for 
over six months, with the exception of the Japan Ad¬ 
vertiser, a single issue dated April 18 and left behind 
by the retreating Japanese in a Shansi village. Without 
a radio my isolation is complete. If I did not have 
enough work to fill eighteen hours a day I would feel 
discontented indeed. 

Will you do this for me —just one thing? Send me 
three books a month, some newspapers and magazines. 
I would like to know a few facts. ... Is Roosevelt still 
president of the United States? Who is the Prime Min¬ 
ister of England? Is the Popular Front government still 
in power in France? What’s happening in Spain? 

Have you been in touch with Madame Sun Yat-sen’s 
China Defense League? Is Canada or the USA sending 
more doctors or technicians? What has happened to Dr. 
Kisch? To Dr. Kotnis? Have they been stopped? Is the 
blockade that effective? 

The supply situation is getting serious. I have exactly 
27 tubes of catgut left. After it’s gone I’ll have to invent 
something new to use to sew up wounds! I have only half 
a pound of carbolic acid left. I have only one knife and 

1 ^ cnan sent a medical uYiit to Yang Sliia Chang to work under Bethunc 
in Chin-Cha-Chi. 



six artery forceps — the rest I have distributed. I have 
only two and a half pounds of chloroform. After that is 
finished we will have to operate without anaesthetics! 

It’s been a busy month. Travelled 855 li, did 113 
operations_If some of the above seems I am com¬ 

plaining of my lot, I must now protest to the contrary 
. . . Life here is pretty rough and sometimes pretty tough. 
But I am enjoying it. The country up north reminds me 
of my early days in the northern Ontario bush. The 
village here is like all other Chinese villages —mud or 
stone one-story houses, in groups (families) of com¬ 
pounds. Three or four houses are enclosed in compounds, 
facing each other. In the compounds arc pigs, donkeys, 
dogs, etc. Everything was filthy when we arrived - the 
people, their houses, the children. Our medical unit 
started cleaning up and today the place wouldn't be 
recognized by somebody who had been away a few 
weeks. 

I have a house to myself for my stay here. It is made 
up of a single room, the inevitable k'ang, my cot and 
table. I have made myself a tin stove in which I burn 
coal and wood. The single window is covered with white 
paper. The walls and floor arc hard-packed mud. 

The country is bare of trees except in the little valleys. 
The weather has turned mild — about 20 to 30 degrees 
above freezing-point during the day and 10 degrees 
above freezing at night. Biting high winds come down 
from the Gobi desert to the northwest. They blow up 
great whirling clouds of dust and snow. 

We are now about 65 li (twenty-two miles) south of 
Lin Chu. The Japanese arc all around us — west on the 
Tan Tung-Tai Yuan railway, north, east and south. In 
the south they are putting in a widc-gauge trade to 
replace the old narrow-gauge lines. More work for the 
partisans! 

We are in close contact with the Manchurian troops 
in Sueiyuan province. They are good fighters. 
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General Nieh believes Japanese plans are to attadc 
south along the Lung Hai Line to Sian and west to Lan 
Chow in Kansu province. The northern drive will be 
west through Sueiyuan province and Inner Mongolia, 
also to Lan Chow or the line from Lan Chow which goes 
northwest into Turkestan. This is very important as all 
the Russian supplies to China come down this road. 

If the Japanese begin their offensive as above, there 
will be lots of action around these parts. .. . Where are 
Kisch and Kotnis? 

I shall make an attempt to get into Peiping to buy 
medical supplies if all other schemes fail. Our people 
are walking in and out of Peiping, through the Japanese 
lines, with comparative ease! 

Well, I will leave you now. Let me confess that as the 
Christmas holidays approach I am seized with an attack 
of homesickness! Memories of New York, Toronto, 
Montreal! If I were not so busy I could find reasons 
enough for a holiday. 

Am preparing for another tour to get a few more 
Mobile Units ready, in anticipation of the expected 
heavy fighting. Don’t forget to send me some books and 
to answer my questions! 

Bethune 


47 

At sheng yin kou, while the enemy was advancing from 
north and east, the first Model Hospital established by 
Bethune had been evacuated with all its patients. What 
was left, a few days later, was destroyed by enemy 
guns. 

What was to happen now to the Model Hospital that 
had been the pride of the Army, that had set an example 
for all the medical services, that had demonstrated how 
modern hospitalization could be given the wounded in 
backward areas? 

The peasants of West Hopei gave the answer. They 
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accepted the evacuated patients into their own huts, as 
so many other villagers of the free region had before. 
They gave up their warm k’angs to the wounded and 
slept on the bare earth themselves. And early one morn¬ 
ing, with the frost in the ground, they marched by the 
hundreds to the foot of a dusty mountain that sloped 
towards the sky at an angle of 60 degrees. They marched 
from their villages in silence, while dawn was breaking, 
like military formations. Over their shoulders they car¬ 
ried primitive shovels, picks with heads as broad as a 
hoe, and ordinary sticks. They carried them like weapons 
of war. They were, in fact, the weapons with which they 
would defeat the Japanese guns that had demolished 
the Model Hospital. 

While the peasants assembled at the foot of the 
mountain an advance party scouted the slope, driving 
stakes into the ground, making mysterious markings, 
probing the soil. Then there were short speeches, instruc¬ 
tions, and the peasants moved up the mountainside in 
disciplined lines to a distance of more than a hundred 
feet. Here they began their work. 

They dug into the face of the mountain with their picks 
and shovels, carting the earth away in wheelbarrows. 
They cut straight downwards through the hard, brush- 
covered crust. When they reached the firm loess earth, 
they continued in a perpendicular line. 

Day after day they returned to the mountainside, 
working with bent backs, cutting a long, high ledge into 
the earth. When at last the ledge was about 25 feet high 
and ran along the face of the mountain for several 
hundred yards, they drew a scries of semicircles in the 
smooth, straight wall, spaced some yards apart and ten 
feet above the floor of the ledge. These were to be the 
ceilings of caves. To trace them they used stakes attached 
to a piece of string. 

Then began the excavations. Still using only their 
picks and shovels the peasants began to burrow slowly, 
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deeply, into the side of the mountain, beginning at the 
ceiling of each cave and working downwards to the floor. 
As the days passed they disappeared into the holes, 
digging deeper in the darkness, till each gaping hole had 
become an airy tunnel. 22 feet long, 10 feet wide, 10 feet 
high, with a semicircular ceiling that required no 
support. 

Now a further ledge was built into the mountain face 
some 30 feet below. Here again the peasants gouged 
down in a perpendicular line, traced out the pattern of 
the cave openings, and dug into the mountainside like 
giant ants. When they had finished, there were 100 caves 
on the two ledges. Then the outfitting of the caves 
began. 

The door of each cave was two-thirds window, covered 
by oiled paper. Enough light filtered through the paper 
windows by day to provide illumination. For the nights 
there were open oil and wick lamps. In the summer the 
caves would be cooler than out of doors; in the winter 
they would be heated by charcoal braziers. The charcoal 
would be made by members of the hospital staff, who 
would have to cut the wood and burn it in special caves 
to be constructed later half a mile away. 

To furnish the interiors the peasant diggers became 
carpenters and masons. In each cave they constructed 
five simple beds, consisting of two broad boards resting 
on a stone and mud trestle. The beds were covered by 
a grass mattress, two sheets, a cotton quilt and a pillow. 
Between the beds they built low tables. A number of 
caves were specially outfitted as kitchens, offices, surgery 
wards, rest and recreation rooms. Additional caves 
were dug into the mountainside nearby to house the 
staff members. The operating room, because of its special 
nature, consisted of three caves joined together, all with 
a bride interior. Bethune examined it with the excitement 
of a man watching a dream come to life. At the foot of 
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the mountain a thick wall was built, with paths leading 
from the entrance gate to the various levels. 

Here, in 100 caves, the Model Hospital was installed 
again, invisible to enemy planes, immune to bombard¬ 
ment, walled in safely by tons of earth and rock. As the 
patients were moved into the wards. Bethune wrote 
jubilantly to Dr. Ma: “With the training school for 
nurses set up, the hundred-cave hospital built and the 
new Model Hospital functioning, there is a lot to feel 
good about!’’ 

He little knew then that the first hospital he had built, 
now a hospital of caves, would move back and forth 
across the mountains of the northland another 20 times 
before it would bear his name on a permanent site. 


•IS 

The nigiit was dark and cold. Occasionally a strange 
sound disturbed the silence of the West Hopei village. 
Lying on his k’ang, fully clothed, Bethune listened and 
wondered absently which of the wounded it might be. 

In the morning there would be many things to do — 
perhaps some new wounded from the front. But for an 
hour now he had been lying in his quarters, tired, hungry 
and unable to sleep. It wasn't easy to sleep, when in 
every hut the wounded tossed through the night without 
benefit of morphine, their wounds like flames eating 
their anguished flesh. And what if more casualties 
arrived from the front? With patients already quar¬ 
tered in every villager’s house, where would the new 
arrivals be bedded? And with his supplies almost gone, 
how would he treat them? 

He had waited uneasily for word from Yenan that 
the New York Committee, at last, was sending supplies. 
But none had come. It was a damnable situation! Down 
in Chungking Chian? Kai-shek was being most correct 
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in his public utterances about national resistance, but 
medical supplies weren’t getting through the Kuomin- 
tang screen to those who were doing the resisting. 
There was no way out: he would have to see Miss Ho. 
He would have to convince her to help. . . . 

A sharp cry roused him. It was a familiar sound, and 
even as he rose quickly and went out into the darkness 
he guessed that it came from the center of the village. 
He followed the sudden chatter of voices to a hut where 
candlelight filtered dimly through a paper window. 
Inside the single room the owner was holding a candle 
above the k'ang , while his family squatted on the floor 
on makeshift bedding. On the k ang, a patient was 
threshing about with his arms, sobbing wildly. He was 
one of three amputation cases who had been brought in 
a few days before. Working swiftly, Bcthune prepared 
and administered a morphine injection. While he 
waited for the morphine to take effect, holding the sol¬ 
dier’s arms gently, he said: “The pain will soon be bet¬ 
ter and you will be able to sleep.” 

The soldier rolled his eyes, then stretched his hands 
desperately towards his legless stumps. He had realized 
for the first time that he had lost his legs. 

Bcthune waited till the soldier was asleep and went 
wearily back to his hut. For a long time he sat on his 
k'ang in the darkness, then, with a deep sigh, lit the 
candle on the rough table, brought out his typewriter, 
and wrote a personal letter to the China Aid Council. 

It was a repetition of many letters he had sent to 
Canada and the United States. It had the same theme: 
men were dying; supplies were almost gone; help was 
desperately needed. . . . 

The next day he went to see Miss Ho. As he made his 
way briskly along the path that threaded through the 
hills he thought of Miss Ho and how he would have to 
approach her. Clearly, it would take an adroit mixture 
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of tact, honesty and persuasiveness. He recalled their 
first meeting, when she had come with scores of Chinese 
from the hills to see the first medical unit ever to pass 
through the area. He had been delighted to find that Ho 
was only the name by which the villagers knew her. that 
she was from New Zealand, spoke Chinese as fluently 
as English, and had for some years headed a nearby 
Protestant mission. They had talked pleasantly for 
about an hour and later he had taken advantage of her 
standing invitation to visit her at the mission. During 
his last visit he had dropped several careful hints about 
her work as a missionary and his mission as a doctor, 
but had pursued the point no further. In some ways, he 
mused, she reminded him of his mother. She was tall, 
with an open, strong face, moved with dignity and 
spoke of her work with simple sincerity. She had shown 
him frank and cordial friendship from the beginning, 
but the test to which he would subject her today would 
go much deeper than friendship. She had struck him 
as a woman who would be swayed less by personal 
considerations than by her beliefs. In fact, if she could 
be swayed only by personal considerations, she would 
be of no use to him. No, he would put before her the 
truth as he saw it; only the truth could persuade her. 

The mission was built like a fort on the side of a 
mountain. In a compound in the center of the fort stood 
the chapel, a surprisingly large structure of gray brick 
with a cross rising high from the steeple. A row of 
nondescript houses surrounded the compound. He went 
through the gate, paused, then made for the chapel as 
the bell began to toll. As he stood in the arched doorway 
he saw a dozen Chinese kneeling in prayer, led by the 
missionary. He looked at a portrait of Christ, two silver 
candlesticks on a table covered with yellow silk, and 
the light haze of burning incense. It was all familiar, 
yet somehow incongruous, here in the remote mountains, 
with the Japanese within inarching distance of the 
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image of Jesus. He withdrew silently lest his presence 
distract the worshippers. 

He waited patiently till the services were over and 
Miss Ho found him on the steps, greeting him with 
delighted surprise and a firm handshake. “I hope you 
haven’t been waiting very long,” she apologized. “Can 
you stay for breakfast? We’ll be able to talk.” 

She led him to her three-roomed flat at the rear of 
the chapel. Seated on a large sofa in the living room, he 
studied her attentively. Though she wore a long, blade 
dress and combed her hair in severe lines, there was a 
relaxed graciousness about her as she sat opposite him. 
He guessed that she was in her mid-thirties. 

The sun was rising over the hills. Through the window 
he could see the elongated shadow of the cross falling 
on the ground outside. 

He turned to her and said quietly: “I should like to ask 
you something, Kathleen. Why did you come to China?” 

She regarded him with surprise, as if the answer was 
self-evident, and shrugged her shoulders. “I was in the 
service, and there was a mission for me here. . . .” 

“No, that isn’t what I am asking. Why did you become 
a missionary? And why in China?” 

“Because I wanted to devote my life to God, to spread¬ 
ing the Christian faith. Because there are so many souls 
to be saved. I entered the mission work to bring salva¬ 
tion to men through God in whatever little way I could.” 

“I understand,” Bethune said. “I come from a family 
of evangelists. In a way that might seem strange to you, 
I am something of a missionary myself. You say you are 
here to serve God. You want to save men’s souls that 
they may have a future life in heaven. I want to save 
them for life on earth. Wouldn’t you agree that no mat¬ 
ter where, along the road, one of us might take leave of 
the other, at least the road we are travelling runs in the 
same direction? At least, if you arc true to the God you 
believe in. and I am true to what I believe in.” 
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“Yes,” she said with interest. “But there is more than 
that.” 

“Of course there is,” he interrupted, “but for my 
purposes, for what I want to talk to you about, that s 

enough.” 

“Your purposes?” 

“Yes.” He leaned closer and spoke swiftly. “There is 
something crying out to be done here, and for the 
moment you arc the only person I can think of to do it. 
You know how terribly poor we are in supplies. We are 
blockaded on every side, although it is only here that 
the real fighting is going on. I have to operate on the 
wounded without gloves, sometimes without proper 
drugs and antiseptics. Now our supplies have reached 
the danger point. We must get drugs and equipment — 
even if we have to use the most desperate methods. To 
send to Yenan would be useless — they have none cither. 
We would have to wait weeks and months until ar¬ 
rangements could be made to smuggle them to us in the 
merest driblets. And while we wait, the wounded will 
suffer and die needlessly. That’s where you can help. 
As a missionary you can get to Peking without being 
stopped. I can tell you where to go. And as a mission¬ 
ary it will be legitimate for you to buy supplies and 
bring them bade here. . . . Will you do it. J “ 

Kathleen rose and went to the window. It was obvious 
she was deeply disturbed. She remained silent for a long 
time, hiding her face from him, then she said: T don t 
know how to tell you what I feel. I cannot take part in 
war. I am against killing, I am against war. I cannot do 
what you ask if only because I am in charge of this 
mission. I’m supposed to be neutral. But it is more than 
that. 1 know how terrible it must seem to you, but I can¬ 
not take part in war.” 

“I am not asking you to take part in the war. I am 
asking you to do something that will save men s lives. 

She turned abruptly and led him into a small dining 


21 Allan/Gordon, The Scalpel 


321 




room where a Chinese servant was laying out coffee 
cups, milk, cakes and a bottle of wine. She ate in 
awkward silence, avoiding his steady gaze. Then she 
looked up suddenly and smiled. “It is painful to have 
such words on the Sabbath. You are a most difficult 
man. Let us sit here peacefully for a while . .. without 
argument... .” 

The next morning she came to the village to see him. 
She was dressed in the same blade gown. She sat on the 
chair he offered her, her hands folded in her lap, her 
manner composed. “I have decided to go to Peking,” 
she said. 

“You understand — once again — that it will be 
dangerous? For yourself —and for your mission?” 

“Yes. But hardly as dangerous as what you do. I am 
sure now it is God’s will....” 

Later, when she had gone, with all the details ar¬ 
ranged for her journey through Japanese lines into 
Peking. Bethune wrote in his diary: 

I have met an angel ... Kathleen H —, of the Anglican 
Church Mission here. . . . She will go to Peking, 1 buy up 
medical supplies, and bring them back to her mission — 
for us! If she isn’t an angel, what does the word mean? 


49 

Throughout the autumn and early winter the Japanese 
ring around the Wutai Mountains grew tighter. At the 
North China Expeditionary Headquarters of the Japa¬ 
nese command there was boundless optimism. The new 
tactic of encirclement, it seemed, was at last pressing in 

1 Peiping is now officially known by its ancient name of Peking, but 
during the period Bcthunc was in China he and the others used both names 
interchangeably. Peiping means “Northern Peace’’; Peking means “Northern 
Capital." 
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upon the very citadel of Chin-Cha-Chi s resistance. 
Soon, Tokyo’s military commentators predicted, the 
guerrilla movement would be wiped out. 

But as Wutai city, deep in the Military District, fell, 
and the Japanese pulled their noose on the 8th Route 
Army, they captured - empty air. Their prey was gone. 
Like fish in the ocean of the people, the partisans had 
swum through the fisherman’s net. While the Japanese 
had imagined many thousand partisans bottled up 
inside the encirclement, the partisans had quietly dis¬ 
persed, filtered through the lines, and once again re¬ 
formed in the Japanese rear, still retaining their 
weapons and their previous formations. And once again 
the hunter became the hunted. 

The large-scale “seepage” through the Japanese 
encirclement had taken place with the full knowledge 
of everybody in the area but the enemy. The peasants 
had known of their troops’ stealthy movements, had 
hidden them in their villages, helped them slip through 
the enemy’s positions, and kept the secret. When the full 
truth dawned on the Japanese military leaders they 
called upon their most experienced field commander. 
General Kishiu Abe, to devise some way of crushing 
this troublesome foe who could neither be caught, nor 
contained, nor defeated in battle. 

General Abe made his preparations thoroughly. Re¬ 
organizing the Japanese forces, he divided them into 
powerful striking units of 1000 men specially trained 
in assault and every type of combat. His plan was, not 
encirclement or the capture of any particular area, but 
swift and ruthless sorties designed to catch and anni¬ 
hilate the partisans. And since the partisans’ maneuver¬ 
ability was in great part based on the fact they were 
indeed “fish swimming in the ocean of the people,” Abe 
ordered the systematic destruction of every inhabited 
locality in the area of operations. The 8th Route Army 
was to be cut to pieces with lightning thrusts; the 
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population from which it drew its strength and support 
was to be exterminated. 

The new tactic was put into operation early in 1939. 
The special Japanese units of 1000 men struck westwards 
toward the partisan stronghold in the Wutai Mountains 
across the great, flat plains of Mid-Hopei. 

With the main fighting now transferred from Shansi 
to Mid-Hopei, Bethune enlarged his mobile unit to 18 
people, brought in Fong from the 459th Brigade as an 
operating assistant, and set out for Mid-Hopei. Between 
the mountains where he had worked for a year and the 
plains of Hopei, the Japanese had set up a blockade line. 
To get to the battle area it would be necessary to cross 
the Japanese-held territory. At the beginning of Febru¬ 
ary, as the unit made its way eastwards, the mountain 
passes were piled high with snow and were lashed by 

icv winds. 

- 

They came out of the mountains on a dismal murky 
night. On the last, winding trail, leading their horses, 
they saw below them a silvery mist, like a great cloud 
that had settled over the face of the earth. 

“Here,” Tung said, “is the ending of the mountains. 
Now begin the plains of Mid-Hopei.” 

On the level ground they mounted their horses again 
and moved into the mist. Grotesque shapes rose up 
about them unexpectedly — gnarled, ancient trunks of 
trees, their bare branches swaying in the wind. The 
sound of the wind seemed to rise somewhere far away, 
like a distant whisper that grew to a high-pitched wail 
and subsided again. In the mountains the cold had 
turned their faces crimson. Now it began to drizzle. 

Up ahead, all but lost in the darkness and mist, a 
detachment of partisans led the way. Behind Tung and 
Bethune came Fong, Yo, Lin and the rest of the 18-man 
unit. Contact with the partisans had been made the 
night before at a village in the mountains, by arrange- 



ment with Staff Headquarters. Their job was to escort 
the unit through the occupied region, protect it against 
possible enemy attack, and lead it across the Japanese 
blockade line. They were gaunt, confident veterans, ac¬ 
customed to moving about in the vicinity of the enemy 
and skilled at filtering through his outposts. Heavy 
packs on their backs, old rifles slung over their shoulders, 
they were heading warily to a point in the enemy line 
where they would be least expected. 

During the trip through the mountains Tung and 
Bcthune had fallen into long personal discussions. For 
many hours Tung had questioned Bethune about the 
latter’s life in the West, his family, his work, his early 
days. Now he guided his horse close to Bethune. wiped 
his face with his sleeve, and asked: "Tungtze, you were 
regretful to leave for Mid-Hopei?" 

Bethune, leaning forward in his saddle to peer into 
the darkness, replied absently. "I should say not. It's 
high time we did.” 

‘‘What about Miss Ho?” 

“I’m sure she’ll get the supplies for us.” 

‘‘It was in another direction I was thinking.” Tung 
said delicately. ‘‘Were you regretful at leaving her?" 

Bethune twisted in his saddle, then burst into loud 
laughter that brought a swift whispered warning from 
up ahead. “Tung, you wily dog.” he exclaimed, “you’ve 
been dreaming up a romance for me!" 

Tung joined in his laughter. “People were guessing 
that you were falling in love with her.” 

Bethune chuckled to himself, leaning forward as a 
gust of wind dashed the rain into their faces. 

After a while Tung asked: “Is it long since you and 
your wife had your divorce?” 

“Yes, quite a while.” 

“Are you thinking of getting married again?” 

“You’re in a strange mood tonight. Tung.” Bethune 
lit a cigarette, protecting it against the rain with cupped 
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hands. In the brief flare of the match Tung watched 
his face. He was still smiling, as if at some secret joke, 
but with a rueful nostalgia. 

“One feels the need of a comrade,” Tung prompted. 
‘‘Is that not the same with everyone? Miss Ho brought 
me to thinking ... perhaps if you had a wife . ..” He 
left the rest unsaid. 

“Yes, tungtze , I’m sure it is the same with all of us. 
But here at the front? It’s hardly the place to find a 
bride — or to take a wife.” 

“But perhaps here in China you might find someone?” 
Tung suggested. 

Bcthune shrugged his shoulders, and it came to 
Tung, suddenly, as they jogged along, that his remarks 
had brought him to the edge of a yawning gulf in the 
life of the man beside him. With a feeling as if he had 
himself somehow suffered bereavement, he thought 
about the many familiar things Bethune must have left 
behind him. All of them longed for home, peace, a bit 
of the dream for which they were fighting. This bearded 
stranger, who had become his closest comrade — what 
longings and loneliness he probably endured, un¬ 
suspected by the others! Tung felt a deep urge to indicate 
something of his sudden perception, to say something 
that would have meaning between comrades who sought 
out their human frailties the better to subdue them, 
that would fit the intimacy of the moment and the 
knowledge that tonight they would be directly under 
the enemy’s guns. But as he started to speak a messenger 
came running back with the news that they were ap¬ 
proaching a village and that a halt had been called 
while scouts went forward to reconnoiter. 

The cavalcade drew together in silence. In the distance 
they could make out the faint blur of lights. They waited 
till word came back that all was in order, then moved 
on. In half an hour they passed through the village, a 
“little devil” running ahead of the partisan detachment. 
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solemnly carrying a triangular banner with the Chinese 
inscription: “Canadian-American Medical Unit." 

An hour later there was another halt, another party 
of scouts went ahead, and eventually they arrived at 
the village of Ting Hsien, the last settlement of the free 
area before they hit the Japanese line. Here they rested, 
drying their damp clothes on the k'angs of the villagers. 

When they moved on again it was in close formation. 
From Ting Hsien to the Peiping-Shih Chia Chuan rail¬ 
way line they were in no man s land. They proceeded 
warily, knowing that every sound could be an enemy 
sentry, every blot of darkness an enemy outpost. Smok¬ 
ing and talking were forbidden. The horses' hoofs were 
muffled with rags, their heads covered with feedbags. 
In this area, Bethune knew, the villagers had killed all 
the dogs lest some stray cur bark at partisans passing 
through and rouse the suspicions of the Japanese. 

The mist was now behind them and the night had 
grown lighter. For Bethune, after a year in the moun¬ 
tains, it was a strange experience to look ahead and see 
nothing but the dark crust of an endless plain, dotted 
with trees. 

Suddenly an order up ahead stopped the cavalcade. 
From the partisan vanguard a message was relayed to 
the rear: “Turn off the road to the right, keeping your 
places in the line.” 

They left the strip of muddy road in single file, strik¬ 
ing out across the untracked plain. From here on Japa¬ 
nese troops manned fortified outposts at scattered points. 
The partisans knew their exact location, and led the 
cavalcade in stealthy, winding detours around them. 
Sometimes they skirted the road, then left it again. After 
every few hundred yards they stopped, listening, wait¬ 
ing for the scouts to reconnoiter the country ahead. 

They had been proceeding in hedgehog fashion 
for several miles when a scout came running out of 
the darkness. A terse order passed down the line: 
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“ Dismount, take cover under the trees , don't move , don't 
talk." They moved swiftly into clumps of trees, dis¬ 
mounted, and squatted close to the earth, keeping short 
reins on the horses. For five minutes Bethune could hear 
nothing but the quiet breathing of the men spread out 
among the trees. Then a powerful searchlight cut into 
the night, bouncing into the sky and showing a road one 
hundred yards ahead. This was the highway, patrolled 
by the Japanese, that crossed the railway. The earth 
began to tremble, there was the familiar rumbling, and 
soon an enemy patrol tank lumbered by. 

No sooner was it gone than they were alerted for the 
crossing. They mounted their horses, waited tensely, 
then at the signal raked their horses’flanks and galloped 
across the highway, reassembling on the plain on the 
other side. An hour later they hit the angle of the high¬ 
way and the railway. This, with spectacular suddenness, 
was the blockade line running across Hopei. 

As the cavalcade halted Bethune could make out noth¬ 
ing. then he saw the gleaming steel bands of the railway, 
fifty yards ahead. 

The rendezvous had been perfectly timed. As they 
dismounted a dark figure appeared on the highway to 
their left and came rapidly towards them. It was Li Shih, 
commander of the local garrison of the 8th Route Army. 
He saluted the commander of the escorting partisans 
and in low. clipped Chinese reported that everything 
was in order for the crossing. 

All night Li's troops had been deployed in the vicinity, 
watching for signs of enemy activity and awaiting the 
arrival of the medicdl unit. As he conversed with the 
escort leader two of his men came swiftlv out of the 
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darkness and mounted guard at the point where the 
road crossed the railway. On either side, at a distance 
of about forty yards, other partisans had set up machine- 
gun nests. Still others were strung out along the railway, 
squatting like clumps of bushes. 
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Straining his eyes Bethune made out a hulking black 
building several miles away, like an enormous factory. 
“An enemy fort,” Li whispered. “The Japanese garrison 
is there. And south . . He pointed in the opposite 
direction. “That is the railway station." An equal 
distance away Bethune could see the station clearly, 
outlined against the horizon by the light coming from 
its windows. 

In a few moments they were in the saddle again, with 
the unit drawn up along the road. The partisans who 
had escorted them had spread out along the tracks, 
facing north and south. Their mission ended at the 
blockade line. From here on the medical unit would 
proceed with only a guide. 

Bethune looked about, making a last check of the unit, 
saluted the two commanders, and pressed his marc 
gently forward. They crossed the railway between two 
lines of partisans and galloped on into the night. 

They made their first stop at dawn at a peasant 
settlement that was typical of the ten thousand villages 
of Mid-Hopei. While their animals were looked after 
by the villagers, they slept in the usual huts grouped in 
dusty brown compounds. At night they set out again, 
their destination Ho Chien. headquarters of the fifteen 
thousand strong 120th division of the 8th Route Army. 

For three days they hid in the villages along their 
route; for three nights they made their way along roads 
that had been dug up to impede the enemy’s tanks and 
vehicles. During the day Japanese planes flew low over 
the villages, on the lookout for partisans. Twice they 
were awakened when the Japanese laid down an 
artillery barrage from outposts a few miles away. The 
villagers seemed accustomed to such sudden outbreaks. 
They waited patiently till the barrage was over, then 
went about their business again. 

On the fourth morning, the unit readied Ho Chien. 
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Here completely encircled by the Japanese, with enemy 
troops 15 miles away, they found military headquarters 
and the political administration functioning calmly, 
with everything ready for attack or evacuation at a 
moment’s notice. 

They were welcomed to Mid-Hopei at a Staff Head¬ 
quarters banquet presided over by the divisional com¬ 
mander, General Lee. Then the whole village turned out 
to greet them at a dramatic presentation staged by a 
local dramatic group that put on propaganda skits for 
the troops at the front. 

The play was presented in a large walled-in court¬ 
yard. The stage was a wooden platform. The audience 
sat on rough benches. The play was to be an unusual 
experience for Bethune. 

As it opened, he watched the stylized pantomime with 
interest. Then he gripped Tung’s arm. For even without 
the Chinese he had already learned he would easily 
have recognized the play’s “hero.” It was himself. The 
“hero” wore a beard. He was a doctor. He had come 
from a distant land. In one of the opening scenes he 
introduced himself to a guerrilla leader at the front: 
“I am Doctor Pai Chu En. I have come to take care 
of the wounded.” 

The simple but vivid scenes that followed showed the 
hero-doctor building new hospitals, training guerrillas 
to be doctors and medical workers, setting up mobile 
units for action at the front. The last scene was a factual 
dramatization of the 359th Brigade ambush on the Kuan 
Lin-Lin Chu road. Bethune was shown setting up the 
mobile unit near the front and the guerrillas dashing off 
the stage crying: "Attack! Bethune is here to take care 
of the wounded!" 

The little drama was greeted by loud applause. The 
actors took their bows, beaming, then the make-believe 
Bethune stepped to the edge of the platform and an¬ 
nounced that the real Bethune was present. The 
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audience, which of course had known all along, rose to 
its feet, cheering. There were cries of “Pai Chu En! Pai 
Chu En!” and Tung led the embarrassed Bethunc onto 
the stage. 

“ Tunglzcmcn ,” Bethunc said slowly in Chinese, paus¬ 
ing occasionally to search for the right word. ‘ I am 
making my first formal speech in Chinese. ... I am proud 
to be able to help take care of our wounded. In Canada, 
and in the United States, there are many people who 
support your struggle against imperialism. I am honored 
to work and fight with you. I shall work and fight with 
you the rest of my life.” 

It was indeed the first formal speech he had ever 
made in Chinese, and Tung, with a grin, found it neces¬ 
sary to translate. When he had finished, the audience 
chanted. “Tsai Inti, Pai Chu En.” It was the respectful 
greeting reserved for great national leaders: “Ten 
thousand years to you, Pai Chu En.” 

In the traditional manner Bethune responded from 
the platform: “Tsai Inti, tungtzemen -” 
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Wherever HE went now, the stories of his work 
preceded him. 

There was the story of the stone and the wounded, 
for example. He was leaving one of the base hospitals 
situated in a temple, it was recounted, when he noticed 
that the last of a series of stone steps was missing. He 
jumped over the gap and turned to an attendant follow¬ 
ing him. “Do you mind jumping?” he asked. 

The other answered lightly, “Not at all. 

“And the convalescing patients - do they mind 
jumping?” 

The attendant’s smile vanished. Together they brought 
up a stone to replace the missing step. I he incident went 
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from mouth to mouth in the medical service with 
Bethune’s moral: “Never leave a stone unturned in 
caring for the wounded.” 

On another occasion, at one of the base hospitals of 
the 120th Division, a famous company commander by 
the name of Chu Chih-Chieh was brought in on the 
verge of death, six hours after leading a heroic charge 
against the enemy. In a long operation Bcthune repaired 
ten perforations of the intestine and gave several blood 
transfusions. For one week he visited Chu every two 
hours, permitting no one else to feed him. When the 
unit left for another front he had Chu taken along on a 
special stretcher. For twenty-eight days the commander 
accompanied the unit from one hospital to another, 
under Bethune’s personal care, until Bethune judged 
him sufficiently recovered to be sent to the rear. On the 
day he left. Chu clutched Bethune’s hand, his gaunt 
fighter’s face covered with emotion, and said, “You are 
my father, my mother. Pai dai fu. You have given me 
everything. But I can give you nothing in return except 
to fight the enemy again.” 

In one of the villages where he was introducing 
sanitation and public health measures, he came across 
an old man weeping in the street. “Why are you 
crying?” he asked. 

“Somebody has died,’’ the old man replied. 

“Who?” 

“My grandson.” 

“Where?” 

“In there. The old man pointed to his house. 

In the hut Bcthune and Tung found a dead infant, 
about nine months old. apparently the victim of dys¬ 
entery. Beside the infant a young woman sat, also weep¬ 
ing, hugging a four-year-old boy to her breast. 

“I am sorry for the baby.” Bethune said. “But I can 
fix the other child.” 

“Fix what?” the old man queried behind him. 



Bethune cupped his hand under the child's chin. The 
round face was marred by a harelip. 

“How can that be fixed?” the old man asked. "It has 
never been known.” 

“He can do it,” Tung said. 

“But even if he can, we have no money." 

“We ask for no money,” Bethune replied gently. 

“But medicine will be needed, and we have no money 
even for medicine.” 

“We will give you the medicine. All medicine is free 
in the Region.” Bethune repeated. 

In the end, tearfully, the woman agreed. In his 
mobile operating room Bethune performed surgery on 
the child. Weeks later, when he was passing through the 
village on the way back from the front, he visited the 
house of the old man and the child again. 

The grandfather and the mother greeted him happily, 
crying, “Sec how his mouth is greatly cured.” and 
pressing a gift of food on him in gratitude. He examined 
the child, satisfied himself that the surgery had been 
successful, and said: “Thank you for your gift. But 
medical treatment is free for the people.” 

During a trip to a Hopei village once a local army 
commander had a banquet prepared in honor of his ar¬ 
rival. When he was led into the banquet room, and saw 
the steaming dishes of fish and meats, a look of anger 
darkened his face. In alarm the commander asked 
whether the food was not to his taste. He replied: “You 
are treating me like a guest! I am not a guest. I am an 
8th Route Army doctor!” Partisans and regulars took 
pride in telling the story: he was their close kin. not a 
patronizing distant relative. 

At a rear hospital, on another occasion, he found 
most of the patients suffering from terrible skin erup¬ 
tions which he traced to inadequate disinfection. 
Though he had planned only a one-day inspection visit, 
he remained on for three days. Each day he ordered 
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the nurses to heat tubfuls of water and had the patients 
brought out into the courtyard. There, assisted by Dr. 
Yeh, chief of the Sanitary Service, he bathed them, 
rubbed their bodies with sulphur ointment, and had 
their clothes and sheets disinfected. Having taught the 
untrained personnel how to deal with the skin ailment 
by example, he organized a unit from among them to 
tour the other hospitals with the same treatment. “There 
is no job,” he told them, “too menial for the doctor. And 
there is no job too great for the lowest medical worker 
to perform some day with work, study and devotion.” 

The same theme underlay the Practical Work Week 
movement which he launched as a mass educational 
program for the medical workers of Chin-Cha-Chi. He 
held the first Practical Work Week at Chang Yu, with 
twenty representatives present from all the hospitals in 
the District. Among those taking part were Drs. Fong 
and Koo and the members of the mobile unit. Though 
he had infected a finger while operating, and was suf¬ 
fering from tonsillitis, he put them through a grueling 
routine. 

For eight hours a day he lectured on basic problems 
of surgery and medicine. Another period was spent at 
the Chang Yu hospital, with doctors and students 
rotating in various hospital jobs. Thus Fong swept floors 
and acted as a nurse one day, and assisted at surgery 
the next. Dr. Koo, though a field medical director, spent 
one session trimming the fingernails of thirty patients. 
In the evenings, before retiring, the participants studied 
their notes of the day. At the end of the week they re¬ 
turned to their hospitals to conduct a similar Practical 
Work Week for medical workers in their own areas. 
Thus the technique of caring for the wounded spread 
from Bcthune to the leading personnel, and then to the 
lowest ranks of nurses and attendants. “What did Pai 
Chu En teach?" became a watchword of those in the 
medical services. 
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Then there was the story — perhaps the best-known 
story —that General Nieh told of him. The General had 
become concerned about the reports of Pai Chu En 
operating right through the night and day without rest, 
as long as the wounded were brought in. During a battle 
in Wu Tai Shan, Tung sent a message to Nieh inform¬ 
ing him that Pai dai fu was working too hard and did 
not look well. He had not slept for forty hours. While 
the battle was still in progress, Nieh ordered Bcthune 
to come to his headquarters. 

Bethune was impatient. “Could this conference not 
have waited?” he asked Nieh. “We re in the midst of 
a battle. There are many wounded.” 

“How long is it since you slept?” the general asked. 

“Is that what you took me away from my unit for?” 
Bethune was angry and abruptly turned to leave. 

Nieh simulated anger and assumed a stern expres¬ 
sion. “You are under my command." he said, “and I 
order you to go to sleep!” The general pointed to a 
door. “In that room is a Jiang. You will go to sleep there 
and not leave until I give you permission. It’s an order!" 

Bethune stalked past Nieh and went into the other 
room. Now Nieh was pleased. He sat down, picked up 
a book, and took up his vigil outside Bcthunc’s door. 
After half an hour had passed he decided to look in on 
Bethune to sec if he was covered properly. He opened 
the door carefully and peeked in. 

Bethune looked up at him. He was seated on the edge 
of the h'ang, smoking a cigarette, his face grim with 
anger. “It’s no use ordering me to rest when the wounded 
are waiting,” he said. 
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March camp, with warmer winds, reminders of spring, 
Bethune’s birthday, more battles. 

Since the New Year he had been through all the six 
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subdistricts of the Military Area of Mid-Hopei, inspect¬ 
ing the base hospitals. During February he had traveled 
400 miles in the mountains of West Hopei and onto the 
plains of Mid-Hopei. There were now over 2000 wounded 
scattered in the hospitals and villages, from 50 to 200 
in a village. 

His March 1 diary entry read: 

The hospital “staffs” here consist of “doctors” of 19 
to 22, not one of whom has had a college education or 
been in a modern hospital or medical school. The nurses 
are peasant boys of 14 to 18. Yet this is the only ma¬ 
terial we possess and we must make the best of it. They 
are very eager to learn and improve themselves. They 
constantly ask for criticism of their work. Although I 
am often irritable at their ineptitude and lack of medical 
knowledge, their simplicity, their eagerness to learn, 
their frue spirit of comradeship and selflessness disarm 
me in the end.... 

His March 2 diary entry read: 

Our worst fears about the National Government seem 
corroborated. Since the fall of Hankow and the setting 
up of the government in Chungking the political situ¬ 
ation has gone from bad to worse. A virtual dictatorship 
again exists in the rest of China. 

On March 3 the Japanese suddenly made a foray near 
the HoChicn base where Bethune was then staying. All 
through the evening and night the wounded kept arriv¬ 
ing. It was only the next afternoon, when he awakened, 
that Bethune remembered his birthday had come again. 
His March 4 diary entry read: 

Today is my 49th birthday. I have the proud distinc¬ 
tion of being the oldest soldier at the front. I spent the 
day in bed. I went to bed at 6 this morning, having 
operated all night from 7 p.m. yesterday. We did 19 
operations amongst 40 seriously wounded. First we 
dressed the less urgent wounds, then operated on those 
who needed surgery. Three fractures of the skull were 
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trephined, two amputations of the thigh, two suture 
perforations of the small intestines, half a dozen bad 
fractures of arms and legs — and the rest smaller opera¬ 
tions. There were two Japanese wounded on whom I 
operated. There have been several other cases where 
we gave captured Japanese the same care we give our 
own wounded. At one base hospital I was photographed 
with two of them. They wrote to their families in Japan, 
telling of the care we had given them and enclosing the 
photo. 

We defeated the enemy. He left 50 dead on the field. 
We captured 40 rifles. We lost 40 men. A life for a rifle! 
That is the way we get our guns. 

Now the Japanese began their long-awaited offensive. 
A week after his birthday Bethune and the unit went 
into action in a fierce engagement at Kiu Han. While 
the fighting there continued for five days, the Japanese 
pushed into the headquarters town of Ho Chicn. For 
the next month the fighting flared across the plains. 
Bethune traveled across Mid-Hopei, from one danger 
spot to another, operating near the front, organizing 
first-aid stations, carrying out two more Practical Work 
sessions for doctors in the rear, setting up local mobile 
units to serve with the troops of General Ho Lung and 
the Manchurian general, Lu Cheng-tsao. 

At a village called Szu Kung Tsun, where 8th Route 
Army headquarters had been transferred from Ho Chicn, 
and where he had set up his own base, the enemy sud¬ 
denly launched an attack at dawn. Bethune led the unit 
out of the town’s southern gate 10 minutes before 500 
Japanese troops entered from the north. 

The drive against Szu Kung Tsun was only one prong 
of a Japanese offensive which had as its chief target the 
town of Chi Iluei five miles away. The unit reached 
Chi Huci in the midst of an enemy artillery barrage. 
In the courtyard of a temple on the outskirts of the town 
a score of wounded had been laid out on the ground. 
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They were the first casualties suffered by the 716th 
regiment as it met the Japanese attackers a mile away. 

A short, stocky young man by name of King, field 
medical director for the 716th, was in charge of the 
wounded. He was beside himself with joy at Bethune’s 
arrival. “We will send word to the front that you are 
here,” he said at once. “The fighting is severe and there 
will be many casualties.” 

The interior of the temple had been prepared as a 
makeshift ward. Strips of white cloth covered the walls. 
A hissing gas lamp suspended from the ceiling cast a 
dull light. The smell of smoke and explosives from the 
bombed village filtered in with the salty smell of blood. 
The porters’ sandals slipped silently over the tiled floor 
as they brought in the operating equipment for assem¬ 
bly under the lamp. 

All day the stretcher-bearers came up in relays, 
carrying the wounded from the front. The nurses re¬ 
ceived the new arrivals, laying them out in the courtyard 
and attending to their registration. After the nurses 
came Dr. Lin. to provide provisional aid and to select 
those requiring surgery first. Inside the temple no one 
left the operating table except for food or a five-minute 
pause. 

They were still operating in the morning, and the 
wounded still kept coming. Then a message arrived from 
General Ho to expect more fighting, and nurse Chia 
stepped up to the table to stammer something Bethune 
missed. “What is it?” he asked. An anguished look on 
her round, good-natured face, her lips trembling, she 
said fearfully: “There is no more bandage ... no more 
antiseptic. . . .” 

Bethune held a hurried consultation with King. Was 
there some way bandages and antiseptics could be found 
nearby? King shook his head dejectedly. 

Bethune resumed his operating without antiseptics, 
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while the nurses gathered up scraps of old bandage and 
washed them with strong soap. 

Night fell again, and still they worked on with no 
end in sight. At the head of the table Tung kept looking 
down at the patients’ faces with a fixed, hypnotic stare. 
Lin took over from Yo, while the latter staggered out 
of the temple to lean against the wall with sick fatigue. 
No one spoke now, except when Bethune asked for some¬ 
thing, his jaw set, pausing occasionally to wipe his 
clouded glasses and rub his bloodshot eyes. 

On the evening of the third day the Japanese began 
to bombard the village again. For five hours the shells 
came steadily closer to the temple. As Bethune and his 
assistants hovered over the operating table the floor 
trembled constantly under their feet, till they cursed 
with nausea and frustration. At midnight, at the end of 
an abdominal operation, a shell landed near the temple 
wall away from the courtyard. Hot blasts ripped into 
the temple through the paper-covered windows. The 
gas lamp blew out, shrapnel crashed dully into the out¬ 
side wall. 

Someone lit the lamp again. Bethune hastily eyed the 
unconscious patient, looked about at the others and 
asked: “Is everyone all right?” They stood in frozen 
attitudes, breathless, then came to life .. . everyone but 
Tung. “Where is Tung?” Bethune asked. “What’s hap¬ 
pened to him?” Then he spied the interpreter crouching 
in a corner over the supply cases. “Tung, are you all 
right?” 

Tung rose slowly and turned about, staring with an 
incredulous look at the gauze and chloroform can in his 
hands. He walked to the table, looked up at Bethune 
and said miserably: “It’s empty ... The last can ... All 
the anesthetic is gone ... No more cans left in the supply 
boxes.. ..” 

They looked at him in stunned silence. The shells 
whined overhead. On the table the patient’s breathing 
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was an audible, shallow suction. Are you sure? 
Bethune asked. Tung let the empty can slip from his 
fingers onto the tiles. “No more,’’ he said. 

Bethune walked back to the table, looking thought¬ 
fully at the drawn face of the patient. “We can have 
him off the table before the anesthesia wears off,” he 
said. “The others won’t be as lucky.” 

He finished quickly and when the patient was being 
carried out Bethune noticed for the first time that King 
had been standing directly behind him. “Why are you 
waiting?” he asked. 

“Pai Chu En dai fu," King replied gravely, “I am 
responsible here for your safety. If you are hit by a 
bomb, and I am beside you, then I will be blown up too. 
Then I will be blamed correctly for not persuading you 
to leave, but no one will be able to say that I was in a 
safe place while you were left in danger.” 

With a weary smile Bethune put his shoulder affec¬ 
tionately against King. “Stay with me, tungtze. I’ve 
never yet been blown up.” 

The next soldier was carried in, a young man in his 
twenties with shrapnel buried in his leg and thigh. While 
the others bound him to the table with ropes from the 
supply cases, Bethune talked to him softly, searching for 
the right words with which to prepare him for his ordeal. 
Then he looked warningly at Tung at the head of the 
table, made sure the others were holding the soldier’s 
limbs firmly, and cut into the thigh. The soldier 
screamed and fainted. Cilia, hardened by many operat¬ 
ing rooms, turned her face aside. 

Fourteen others followed from the courtyard onto the 
table. For ten hours Bethune worked on them without 
anesthesia at a relentless pace, while machine-gun fire 
came closer and moved away, shells sent tremors through 
the temple, and daylight at last crept in through the 
shattered windows. 
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It was midmorning when Bcthunc splashed cold 
water on his face and went out, his feet unsteady, his 
eyes blinking at the sun. The enemy force had been wiped 
out in the wheat fields a mile away. He had operated 
during 69 hours on 115 casualties. 

He stood for a while in the courtyard, looking down 
the road at the last of the stretcher-bearing units trek¬ 
king towards the base hospital further south. To the 
right, the village of Chi Huci was in ruins. The air was 
heavy with the smell of scared flesh, powder, smoke. 
Army carts passed in front of the temple, transporting 
captured equipment from the battlefield. Another battle 
was over.. .. 
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The victory at Chi Huei heartened the defenders of 
Mid-Hopei and threw the Japanese off balance. But once 
more the Japanese command brought up reinforcements 
and threw them in a ring around the Hopei plains, 
moving in again, mile by mile, behind a powerful 
shield of tanks and planes. One town after another fell 
to the Japanese, and with them went most of the base 
hospitals. By July Bcthunc and the unit fell back to a 
town called Sung Cilia Chuang, where a new base 
hospital was set up, once again in a Buddhist temple. 
Here, one night, as he was working on his manual of 
guerrilla medicine, Tung burst into his room and cried: 
“Miss Ho has come back!” 

Bethune rushed to the door, looked out, and came 
back. “Where? Why don’t you bring her in?” 

Tung grinned delightedly. “She is not here in her own 
person. But she has sent supplies with some of our 
fighters. Here is a letter for you they have brought from 
her.” 

Outside there were excited cries as the other doctors 
gathered around the two pack mules on which special 
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guards had brought the supplies. They unloaded the 
animals, slapped each other happily on the back as the 
opened parcels spread drugs, anesthetics, bandages, 
antiseptics across Bethune’s table, then Bethune re¬ 
membered the letter and opened it eagerly. 

It read: 

Dear Dr. Bethune: 

I left for Peiping the day after I saw you. as planned. 
Everything went smoothly on the journey. I reached the 
beautifully ancient Oriental city after two days’ travel. 
I regret that you weren’t with me, for I could have 
acted as your guide and taken you to all the famous 
places that I am sure you would be delighted to see. 

The day after I arrived I went to the big dispensary 
on Morrison street with your list. Because of the large 
quantities I wanted they refused to sell me anything. It 
was obvious the Japanese are working with might and 
main to prevent anything of military importance, in¬ 
cluding medicine, from getting out of the occupied areas. 
I found medical supplies can only be sold on an official 
permit issued by the enemy authorities. Retail supplies 
can be bought without the permit, but I found that if I 
tried to purchase everything retail, I would probably 
have to spend half a year collecting everything you 
want. 

Fortunately. I have a friend in Peiping who super¬ 
intends a hospital and is one of our believers. He ob¬ 
tained the permit for me in the name of the hospital. 
With it 1 was able to get from the Morrison dispensary 
whatever I wanted, except for some things that were 
out of stock. . . . The latter I obtained the next day at 
Ha Ta Men, 1 where there was a branch of Germany’s 
Bayer company. ... I can imagine how happy you must 
be to hear that I procured everything you wanted, and 
exhausting though it was, I was glad to be able to do it 
for you. 

Later I spent my time transacting some business for 
our church. I know you will smile at this. I can hear you 

1 One of the city gates of Peking, near the consulate area. 
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saying that buying the medical supplies was surely also 
a matter of serving God and the church. I don t object 
to your saying so. Let us agree that serving you is part 
of serving the church.... 

I visited all your friends in the city you asked me to 
see. When they heard my description of what you arc 
doing in this part of the country they were surprised at 
first, then delighted, then all expressed a desire to sec 
you and talk to you. J - even asked whether he could 
come with me to participate in your noble work. Not 
knowing what you would think of it. I could only 
promise that I would bring him back with me on my 
next trip to Peiping. 

The letter went on to describe a brush with the Japa¬ 
nese gendarmes and the puppet police on her return trip, 
how she succeeded in convincing them the medical 
supplies were for use at her mission, her stay in oc¬ 
cupied towns en route, and finally her rendezvous with 
representatives of the 8th Route Army after she had 
made her way back into the free territory. It continued: 

I was intercepted by an official from the Third Sub- 
Area who informed me he had instructions to pick up 
the supplies from me and forward them to you. That I 
did, although I would have preferred to hand them over 
to you personally. However, you travel so extensively 
that I thought it better to do as asked. So I am sending 
this letter with a list of all the items.. . . 

I think I have come to understand the significance of 
your work. Understanding it, I am anxious to share in 
it. It is a noble work, and whatever service I can render 
it will make me happy. May God bring swift punish¬ 
ment to the evil men who have caused all this suffering. 
You have said with truth that that would be the greatest 
blessing the Lord could bestow upon His children. 

I will pray for you before God tonight. 

Yours sincerely, 2 
Kathleen H— 
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x Retranslated from the Chinese. 



Bethune finished the letter and turned to Tung. “You 
know, Tung,” he said thoughtfully, “it is said among 
Christians that there is rejoicing in heaven whenever a 
soul is saved. Tonight I rejoice on earth, for our army 
has won a wonderful recruit — Miss Ho. She came to 
China to convert others to her Christian faith. And as 
a Christian she has herself become a convert of our 
army. Isn’t it an interesting thought,” he smiled, “that 
our troops are bringing heaven and earth closer 
together?” 

A week later the enemy drive reached Sung Chia 
Chuang. A partisan detachment fought a delaying action 
some miles from the town, while Bethune operated on 
the casualties brought to the temple. Then word came 
that the troops were falling back, that the town was to 
be evacuated, and enemy artillery made a direct hit on 
the temple courtyard. One wall of the temple-hospital 
crumbled, the roof caved in, but when the dust and 
smoke cleared away no one, somehow, was hurt. An 
hour later the mobile unit evacuated the town. 

Now, with the enemy’s armored units advancing 
behind them, they retreated westwards towards the 
mountains. In the villages they collected the patients 
who had been transferred from base hospitals in 
abandoned territories to the houses of the peasants. In 
the mountains of West Hopei the wounded would be 
safe, but before they could be brought to safety they 
would have to be taken back across the Japanese 
blockade line over which Bethune had stolen in February. 

Those who could walk were disguised as civilians. 
Those who were incapacitated were hidden in peasant 
carts, covered with straw. A thousand patients, in all, 
were smuggled across the blockade line, past Japanese- 
held towns and fortifications, and into the Wutai 
Mountains. When the last patient was safely over the 
line. Bethune followed with the mobile unit. 

Back in the Wutai Mountains, Bethune distributed the 
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patients once more among the peasant villages and 
prepared his reports on the mobile unit’s work since 
February. It was now July 1939. Six months had passed 
since the night he had crossed the blockade line into 
Mid-Hopei: six months of battle, forced marches, training 
courses during lulls in the fighting, heartening victories, 
then defeat and retreat. 

His frustration and fury boiled over into his report 
to General Nieh: 

Why oh why are we not receiving help from official 
China and abroad? Think of it: 200,000 troops here, 2.500 
wounded always in hospital, over 1.000 battles fought 
in the past year! And to handle all this, no medical 
supplies, only five Chinese graduate doctors. 50 Chinese 
untrained “doctors,” and one foreigner! 
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In west hopei, now, Bcthune found himself face to face 
with a grim dilemma. 

From Yenan.at last, word came through that the China 
Aid Council had been sending financial aid for the unit 
from New York. From the south, Madame Sun Yat- 
sen had managed to send in a shipment of medical 
supplies. But the money from New York was still 
frequently blocked or delayed in transit, Madame Sun 
was rumored to be under house arrest by order of the 
Chungking authorities, the Kuomintang blockade was 
turning into an attempt at military encirclement, and 
word came through that Miss Ho's mission had been 
burned to the ground by the Japanese. 

Where would supplies come from? How would the 
medical services meet the demands of the new situation? 
After Chi Huei, the operations without antiseptics or 
anesthesia, the Japanese advances in Mid-Hopei, their 
current thrusts westward towards the Wutai Mountains, 
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Bethune found himself forced to a number of conclusions. 
In August he traveled to General Nieh’s headquarters 
and laid them before the Chin-Cha-Chi military leader. 

“In the past six months,” he began, “I have convinced 
myself that we need a complete medical reorganization 
for Chin-Cha-Chi. We have shown that we can set up 
model hospitals with the primitive materials available. 
With our mobile unit we have demonstrated we can 
operate on the wounded at the front, and can save 
many lives. But all of that is no longer good enough. 
We’ve reached the point where one mobile unit, or half 
a dozen mobile units, can’t do the job we face. 

General Nieh, who had been pacing back and forth 
with his swift, nervous gestures, sat down, his fingers 
drumming on his table, and regarded Bethune closely. 

The war would be a long war, Bethune continued. 
Years of fighting lay ahead, with increasingly larger 
army groups involved. A major part of the fighting was 
already falling upon Chin-Cha-Chi. Could one for¬ 
eigner, no matter how highly experienced, and five 
Chinese graduate doctors, continue to do the work that 
would require thousands of trained men? Obviously, no. 

In addition, there was the problem of the Kuomintang 
blockade, sealing off the aid organized for Chin-Cha- 
Chi by friends in the rest of China and abroad. It was 
imperative that the problem of trained medical person¬ 
nel and supplies be solved as quickly as possible by 
emergency measures. 

“What do you suggest?” Nieh asked, his volatile face 
attentive. 

“I have given it a lot of thought, these past few 
months.” Bethune said. “Especially during the fighting 
in Mid-Hopei. I have come to the conclusion that we must 
plan a program covering our immediate and our long- 
range needs. While continuing to use mobile units at 
the front, we must establish a new medical training 
school, with a carefully prepared curriculum, to turn out 
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a whole generation of trained Chinese doctors and 
nurses. I am completely convinced that the swift train¬ 
ing of literally hundreds of skilled doctors will from 
now on be more important than anything else our 
mobile unit can do. Do you see my point? We now have 
2500 wounded constantly filling our base hospitals. We 
have 200,000 troops. We have a civilian population of 
13,000,000. A year from now we will have more wounded 
and more troops. If we don t have trained personnel for 
our medical service, we won t really have a medical 
service at all. No matter how many other foreign doctors 
we might be able to bring in, they can never be a sub¬ 
stitute for trained local men. 

“In addition, we must break the blockade, find some 
way of bringing in supplies within the next few months, 
and establish our own co-operative workshops for the 
local manufacture of at least some essential equipment 
and simple medicines.” 

“The problem,” Nich mused, “is to get the money 
and the materials to launch such a program. 

“There is only one way," Bcthune replied. “I must 
make a flying trip to America. It has become clear to 
me that I must get the money we will need, the medical 
supplies and assistants — by myself .. . and bring them 
in myself. It can be done only by somebody who has 
worked here, who can give a truthful picture of the 
situation, and can get in and out. I have drawn up a 
five-year program for a new hospital, a new medical 
school and the training of hundreds of doctors and 
nurses to meet our needs. I have estimated we can set up 
and maintain these institutions for five years on S50.000. 
I raised more than that for medical aid to Spain. I am 
sure I can raise it in America in two months. To me that 
is the decisive move we must now make. 

For a long time Nich sat silently at the table, thinking. 
I hen he got up and paced the floor, hinally he said, 
“We will have to discuss it further with Ycnan.... It 
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is difficult to bring myself to agree that you leave - 
even for a few months.” 

The final decision was made in the next few weeks. 
The rains had come, pouring down without a letup, 
flooding the mountains and plains and bringing a lull 
in the fighting. Bethune was to make his way out of the 
Border Regions and to the outside world - through 
Chungking by plane, if the National Government made 
no trouble, or overland through Indo-China. He would 
spend two months in Canada and the United States, 
make a public appeal for money and medical aid, and 
come back to implement the program he had outlined 
to General Nieh. 

But before leaving there were many things to be done. 
First there were the 1000 casualties of the Mid-Hopei 
fighting to be looked after. Then there were new base 
hospitals to be set up, staffs to be trained, preparations 
made for the mobile unit’s activities during his absence. 
While the rains continued, and the weather turned hot 
and stifling, he completed his book, A Manual of 
Organization and Technic for Divisional Field Hospitals 
in Guerrilla War, followed by a shorter work on the 
special features of medical work in guerrilla warfare. 
Then there were the first co-operative workshops to be 
organized for the manufacture of surgical gauze, splints 
and artificial legs. 

It was the middle of September, and the date of his 
departure was definitely set for the next month. 
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It happened one evening in the operating room, two 
weeks before he was to leave, confirming the dread he 
had long concealed from the others. 

He had worked since five in the morning, fighting 
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off exhaustion and a recurring feeling of giddiness. To 
the others, as the day wore on, he seemed to become 
strangely inattentive. In the evening he paused often at 
the operating table, looking about the room with a 
puzzled expression. Suddenly, as he finished a dressing, 
he stepped back from the table, put his hands to his cars, 
shook his head violently, pulled off his white gown, 
tossed the scalpel away, told Lin to take over, wheeled 
like a soldier on parade, and marched out. 

In the street, heedless of the surprised exclamations 
that came through the window, he stood rigidly for a 
moment in the cold night air. tossed his head again like 
a swimmer coming out of the water, and went to his 
compound. 

He stood for a long time in the center of his room 
without lighting the lamp, tasting a strange sensation. 
In the darkness he seemed lost in a vast and silent 
void. He pulled his greatcoat off the wall and went out 
again. 

He walked slowly between the huts, filling his lungs 
with great gulps of cold air. When he reached the edge 
of the town he continued on into the low hills, raising 
his hands occasionally to slap them against his ears. He 
walked with his head stiffly erect, his eyes darting as if 
searching for something in the night. 

In the operating room back in the village Tung and 
Lin and I'ong looked at each other and asked: What is 
he doing?” In the hills Bethune kicked the ground with 
one foot, turned his head back to stare at the thinly 
starred sky, and listened. 

He was listening for the singing of birds, the crunch 
of earth under his sandal, the sound of the wind. But in 
his ears there was only a satanic pounding, as if the 
blood was coursing through his head with the roar of a 
distant river. 

He put up his hand to feel the wind. \ es. it was blow¬ 
ing down as always, but it was voiceless, it carried no 
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echo from the mountainsides, it was a silent, icy breath. 
He picked up a handful of stones and let them slip 
through his fingers. He watched them fall with intense 
concentration, observing that they hit the frosty ground 
with no sound. 

He leaned wearily against a tree and meditated, the 
night and the hills silent about him. 

He had had warnings enough, he thought — the first 
feelings of discomfort, the occasional twinges of pain, 
the ringing in his ears after days and nights without 
rest, the tonsillitis when the right ear had bothered him 
especially. It had begun back in Shansi; it had ended 
here, today, with the sounds of the world shut out 
completely. 

Would he never, he wondered, hear the miraculous 
din of life again? Was he to live only in the inner 
jangling of his own body? No more music? No more 
voices of friends? No more sounds of fields, galloping 
hoofs, bugle calls, laughter? Was it infection, creeping 
infirmity, something that could be turned back? Or 
thickening bone sealing off the delicate aural mechanism 
like a rock-fall dioking the mouths of magic caves? 

He rose, shivering, and went back to the village. From 
his hut a light shone through the paper-covered window. 
Inside Tung was waiting for him, dozing in a chair. He 
shook Tung’s shoulder, watched the interpreter’s face 
come alive with concern, followed the lips as they 
framed hurried inquiries from the other, silent world, 
and said sadly: 

“I can't hear you, lungtzc. I’ve gone deaf.” 

It was a night of loneliness and solitude. Long after 
Tung had gone — grieved, full of anxious suggestions 
from which he had turned stonily away — he sat at the 
table, gazing into the sputtering llame of the lamp, his 
hands extended before him, ruffling his manuscripts 
with listless fingers, his thoughts heavy and somber. 
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He tried to picture his future in a world of silence. 
How would he continue with his work? They would talk 
to him, and he would hear nothing. He saw himself in 
the operating room, like a bird in a cage. Tung and 
Fong and Lin making signs at him. He saw himself 
returning to America, exhorting audiences from the 
vacuum where no one could reach him. He saw his 
mother, her words stilled for him. her old face tortured 
with the efTort of communicating a mother's welcome. 
He saw the familiar faces of friends, unfolding like the 
images of a film without a sound track, strangers sud¬ 
denly behind their grimaces. 

How long since he had become swallowed up in the 
Chinese interior? More than a year and a half. And how 
often had he heard in that time from the friends scattered 
over his wide-ranging life? Five times . .. Five letters 
in 20 months! And the final irony: he had written to 
Ycnan, to Canada, to everyone he could think of, beg¬ 
ging for a portable radio to help him feel contact with 
the outer world once more. Now it would be wasted. 
Now, even here, in the villages where he had found such 
contentment, among such splendid comrades, just as he 
was mastering their own tongue, his isolation would 
be complete. 

How stupid, he reflected grimly, to be caught in the 
fatal contradiction of flesh and will. “Lao Jen Cha, 
they had begun to call him. Yesterday, when he had 
heard even little Shou use the unfamiliar words, he had 
asked Tung what they meant. “The Old Man. lung 
had replied with a grin. 

“The Old Man!” He had roared with laughter. “I'm 
only forty-nine!” 

‘‘And more stubborn for work than many of our 
young fellows,” Tung had added cheerfully. 

Yesterday he had laughed. Now he rose and crossed 
the room to a small mirror hanging on the opposite wall. 
He shut out of his mind the subtle daily changes with 
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which time tricks the eye. He remembered himself as he 
had once been, and he studied himself as he now was. 

The face that looked bade at him out of the mirror was 
the face of a man of 70, of a stranger he was seeing for 
the first time - withered by the Hopei sun, roughened 
by the mountain winds, grooved and scarred and 
ravaged by hunger, illness, strain, inhuman exertion. It 
was the face of a patriarch, brooding, intense, the lines 
of age deep and defiant. 

The forehead was higher, narrower, a bony protrusion 
from the snow-white hair that hung low over his thin, 
leathery neck. The eyes seemed smaller beneath thickly 
disordered brows. They were as bright, as bold as ever, 
but surrounded by lines of hard-won. bitter wisdom. 
Under the silvery beard the flesh was gone, the skin 
falling inwards like a slack poudi. Both dieeks were 
slashed by deep lines running diagonally from cheek¬ 
bones to jaw. like wounds that had never healed over. 
An empty fold of skin hung from his diin to his Adam’s 
apple. 

He rubbed his thinned lips. The flashing smile was 
gone. His gums were shrunken, his teeth stained and 
cavity-ridden. 

4 

He bared his arms and held them out. examining them 
with calm surprise. They were thin and corded, like 
the brandies of Hopei trees. His chest, shoulders, 
thighs, the rest of him - all withered, angular, all jut¬ 
ting bones, barely over a hundred pounds, the wreck of 
a splendid body, of the Bethune who had conquered 
tuberculosis, climbed Alpine peaks, skied over the 
Laurcntians, mardied through the Sierras. He bit his 
lips, often bluish now with anemia and cold. He coughed, 
assessing the raspy pull in his chest, hoping it was only 
the usual 8th Route Army cough, wondering how long 
his good lung would last. 

He went back to the table, leafing through his manu¬ 
scripts to fasten his mind on something. Then he sat 
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quietly again, thinking of everything he had been and 
done, of friends far away, of the future like a Shansi 
peak rising into the clouds. In the mirror he had seen 
an old man, two decades of his life gone. He remembered 
the night Tung had talked to him of marriage, the com¬ 
panionship of a wife. That too was gone. But there was 
more to remember: how he had once talked of the doctor 
going among the people like a monk in sandals, resur¬ 
recting the health and vitality of the body; how he had 
raged against those who made commerce of men's 
suffering; how he had dreamt of the day when the doctor 
would be like an artist beautifying the garden of human 

life. 

Once, as Dr. Norman Bethune. he had groped towards 
the dream. Here, among the plains and mountains, he 
had found how to live it. Now Norman Bethune was 
Pai Chu En, heir to so many hopes and yearnings, 
grateful now for all the turbulent years, his life fore¬ 
shortened but fulfilled, desiring only time, more time- 
for all life was struggle and becoming, all birth was 
struggle, and the years he had lost would lengthen the 
future of those who had never heard his name. 

* 

Hours later he awoke, his head bowed over his arms 
on the table. The lamp was smoking at his elbow. It 
was four in the morning by his wrist watch. He rubbed 
his tired eyes - then he heard the singing of a bird. 

He jumped to his feet. Did deaf ears mock the mind 
with remembered sounds, like the tingling toes of an 
amputated leg? He rushed to the window, pushing his 
hand through the paper “glass.” The trilling stopped 
abruptly, but he could faintly hear the beating of wings 
as the startled bird fluttered into the darkness. 

He leaned out of the window. His head was clearer. 
The buzzing in his ears was less irksome. He could dimly 
hear creaking gates, the muted howling of the wind. 
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Never had the sounds of the night been so sweetly, 
marvelously wrought. 

He turned away from the window and stamped his 
feet heavily as he walked to the table. He picked up a 
book, held it high, and let it fall to the earthen floor. 
He smiled as he heard it slap against the earth with a 
muffled sound, as if through a blanket wrapped round 
his head. He unstrapped his watch from his wrist and 
held it away from his right ear, bringing it slowly 
closer. Then he did the same with the left. 

On the right ear he heard nothing. It remained 
completely deaf. With the left ear a faint ticking came 
through when he pressed the watch directly against the 
car; partial hearing had returned. 

He could still hear well enough to function - that 
was enough! He would turn the right ear to the enemy 
the left ear to his comrades, and Tung would do the 

rest.... 

Pacing restlessly about the room he looked at his 
watch. He could still catdi an hour’s sleep, but he was 
in no mood to go to bed. He wanted to talk to somebody, 
to communicate with old friends. ^ es, this would be a 
good time; he would write to Davidson, to Elocsser, 1 to 
J. B., some of the others. 

He brought out his typewriter, his precious hoard of 
carbon paper, and inserted four sheets in the roller. It 
might be a long time before he could write to them 
again, and as he often did. he would send them copies 
of the same letter. 

He wrote of his work, his isolation from the world 
in which they moved, his pride in the young peasant 
boys and workingmen he was turning into nurses and 
doctors. He wrote of his failing health in guarded terms, 
described the difficult conditions in which he functioned, 
but added: 

' Dr. Louis Davidson and Dr. Leo Llocsser are prominent American 
thoracic surgeons 
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I find I can operate as well in a dirty Buddhist temple, 
with a 20 foot statue of the impassive-faced god staring 
over my shoulder as in a modern operating room with 
running water, nice green-glazed walls, electric lamps 

and a thousand other accessories. 

On the progress of the war he spoke with confidence 
The areas occupied by the Japanese signified nothing 
from the standpoint of the final outcome. They were hang¬ 
ing onto the conquered territories like a man hanging 
onto the tail of a tiger. “In my opinion the Japanese can 
never conquer China. I think it is a physical impossi¬ 
bility. The country is too big. the people too numerous, 
the feeling among the people too intense. . . . 

Then he spoke more personally: 

It seems such a long time since we last met. and so 
much must have happened to you. It certainly has hap¬ 
pened to me. These past months — soon two years--have 
been very full, so full that I hardly know what to 
describe. But I am anxious that you should receive one 
letter at least of those I have written you ... 1 am sup¬ 
posing you have never received them. ... 

The mails arc very irregular. It takes at least five 
months for letters to reach me after they have arrived in 
China. I calculate that 1 get only one out of every 25 let¬ 
ters. I have come to accept that, more or less resignedly, 
as part of my life. 

I sometimes dream of coff ee, rare roast beef, of apple 
pie and ice-cream. Mirages of heavenly food! Books... 
Are books still being written? Is music still being 
played? Do you dance, drink beer, look at pictures? 
What do clean sheets feel like in a soft bed? Do women 
still love to be loved? 

How sad that all such things can be easily accepted 
without wonder and amazement. ... 

I am planning a short trip home, and expect to arrive 
in Canada by the end of the year. I want to come back 
from America with $50,000, which should keep all our 
services (hospitals, schools, etc.) going for five years. 
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They need me here. This is my region. These are my 
people. Good-bye for the present, dear friend. 

Aye, 

Bf.th 

Tung awakened with a start, rising up on his k'ang. 
It seemed he had just fallen asleep. Was he imagining 
he had heard someone? He called out in Chinese: Who 

IS it? 

Laughter filled the room, and from the darkness out¬ 
side the window a familiar voice cried: “Lao Jen 

Cha_It’s the Old Man of Chin-Cha-Chi! The one- 

eared rooster crowing you awake. Up, lad, and rub the 
sleep out of your eyes. It’s five o’clock of a busy day! 
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October came, and he was scheduled to leave. But with 
the new base hospitals he had set up in Western Hopei 
there were now 20 in the district, and he wrote to Gen¬ 
eral Nieh: “I am postponing my departure again in 
order to make an inspection tour of the hospitals. Some 
of them are new, and some I haven’t inspected for some 
time. It is impossible to leave before doing so. The 
inspection tour will take a good part of October. I plan 
on leaving at the beginning of November.’’ 

With the other members of the unit he now set out on 
his last inspection tour. Then, on October 20, when the 
unit was reaching the end of the tour, the Japanese sud¬ 
denly threw 50,000 troops against Chin-Cha-Chi, 
spearheaded by the biggest concentration of tanks and 
planes since the start of the fighting in the Border 
Regions. From Staff Headquarters General Nieh sent 
word that the attack was the beginning of a massive 
drive to wipe out Chinese resistance in all Chin-Cha- 
Chi. From General Lu Cheng-tsao, West Hopei com¬ 
mander of the 8th Route Army, there came a request 
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for the mobile unit to join his troops, who were bearing 
the brunt of the attack. 

“But if we go to the front for the fighting. Tung said, 
“it will be impossible again for you to leave at the begin¬ 
ning of November.'’ 

Bethune studied a map of the north, recalling what 
General Nieh had said of the Japanese plan to overcome 
Chin-Cha-Chi. If Nieh’s calculations were correct, the 
battles now developing would affect the whole future 
course of the war. For the Japanese the conquest of 
China was impossible as long as the Border Regions 
barred their path. And in their plans for an extension 
of the war in the Pacific, it was known, they looked 
upon northern China as a military base and a man¬ 
power reservoir. 

“There will be no point to my trip.'’ Bethune said, “if 
Chin-Cha-Chi falls. I shall leave when the present 
fighting is over.” 

During the last week in October the mobile unit set 
out for the north, where the main battle was develop¬ 
ing on the Lai Yuan-MoTienLing front. On November 2 
they reached a small village near Mo Tien Ling, Sky- 
Kissing Peak. 

The unit reached its destination under cover of dark¬ 
ness. Hurried preparations were made for a system of 
communications between the medical unit and field 
headquarters and General Lu placed a field telephone at 
Bcthune’s disposal. 

Word spread quickly through the ranks that Pai Chu 
En had arrived. Most of Lu’s troops were hardened 
Manchurian veterans who had become part of the Sth 
Route Army when the Chin-Cha-Chi Military District 
had been established. They had achieved the reputation 
of being fearless fighters. Some of Lu s exploits against 
the Japanese had become legendary. He was known to 
be a man without fear, who fought beside his men, had 
a volatile temperament and when the occasion permitted, 
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was a consummate storyteller. When he and Bethune 
had met they had taken to each other like long-lost 
brothers. Bethune had not yet mastered the Manchurian 
dialect and Lu knew no English, but the joke had gone 
the rounds that they spoke volubly for thirty minutes, 
patting each other on the back and laughing at eadi 
other’s jokes as if each understood the other's every 
word. * 

The mobile unit established itself in the village, at 
the southern end of a long valley, as the fighting ap¬ 
proached a climax around Sky-Kissing Peak some miles 

away. 

The operating room was the stage of the village 
theater, a wooden platform looking out on an empty 
lot. surrounded by a mud wall but without floor, roof or 
benches. The soldiers were brought in from Sky-Kissing 
Peak on stretchers improvised from doors and laid out 
on the bare earth. The stage was screened from the 
wounded by sheets of white cotton. 

On the second afternoon of the attack one of the 
sentinels entered the operating room to report suspicious 
activity in the mountains to the north. ^ o, who had 
spent his whole adult life with the army, went out to 
investigate. 

From the terrace behind the theater he could see 
across two hills to a high mountain directly north of 
the village. There was no doubt about it: a score 
of people were descending the mountainside. They 
seemed to be dressed like Chinese civilians. Where 
were they coming from? And why? As he kept watch, 
he soon knew the answer. Behind the strange assembly 
more people came on. and as these too were lost from 
sight behind the intervening hills there were flashes of 
light on the crest of the mountain. It was a trick \ o had 
seen in manv battles. The civilians were a handful of 
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Chinese puppet troops, followed by an enemy vanguard 



disguised as civilians, with the main enemy force half 
a mile behind, in full uniform, the sun (lashing on their 
shining helmets. 

He left the guard behind and burst into the operating 
room. “The enemy!” he shouted. “They are coming 
down on us from our rear! There is hardly time to 
retreat!” 

The nurses jumped to gather up the instruments. From 
the head of the table where he was administering 
anesthesia Tung echoed in bewilderment: “The rear! 
How can they be behind us?" Outside voices cried in 
confusion: “The enemy!” “We arc being attacked! 
Sound the alarm!” From the open-air auditorium an 
orderly jumped to the stage, swept aside the curtain 
and panted, “What shall we do with the wounded?” 

“Wait a minute!” Bcthunc's curt voice pierced the 
hubbub. They turned to him. silenced by the flashing 
eyes in the pale, thin face. Without removing his hands 
from the patient he asked: “Where are they coming 
from, Yo?” 

“Down the northern mountain.” 

“How many?” 

Yo gestured excitedly. “First a screen of traitors. 
Then others disguised as civilians. Behind them a 
regular force with weapons and uniforms.” 

Bethunc, still stooped, looked about. “Fong - how 
many wounded left out there who haven’t been operated 
on yet?” 

“Ten. Mostly light wounds-” 

Bethune issued rapid orders: "Fong - have those 
already operated on evacuated at once. Yo — set up two 
more operating tables in here immediately. Lin - have 
the attendants bring in the wounded three at a time. Tung 
-take sixty seconds to station our guard north of the 
theater. Also send one of the guardsmen to the porters 
with instructions the caravan is to be prepared to leave 
at a moment’s notice." 
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The others were looking at each other dubiously. In 
complete confusion Yo exclaimed: “But what about the 
enemy, tungtzc! They are cutting in behind us from 
Wang-an-chen! They are close enough for us to see 
their uniforms!” 

“Yo,” Bethune said tersely, “have you estimated the 
distance from the northern mountain to the village? 

“No more than ten li . . 

“And how long will it take them, over the hills?” 

“Forty minutes at a fast march!” 

“Then we have at least thirty minutes left to operate. 
If we work on three patients at a time we’ll get out 
ahead of them.” 

The nurses waited nervously, still clutching the 
implements they had gathered up. Yo and Lin and Fong 
looked to Tung as their spokesman. 

“We are all ready to stay, if necessary,” Tung said 
slowly. “Am I right, tungtzemen ?” The others nodded. 
“But we are thinking it is too much risk for you to take 
chances." Bethune shook his head impatiently, but Tung 
persisted. “It is not like the situation once at Chi Huei 
or Sung Chia Chuang, Pai dai fu. Here the enemy arc 
coming with nothing to stop them. If one of us is 
captured it is no great importance. But you are the 
leader and teacher of our whole medical work, and — 

"And nothing!” Bethune interrupted. “What will we 
do with those not yet operated on if we leave now?” 

“We can take them with us.” 

“It’s not as if we haven’t time! We will operate — and 
then leave.” 

Bethune strode to the edge of the stage, pulled the 
hanging sheets aside and shouted to the attendants: 
“Bring up the wounded three at a time!" 

Without another word Tung went out and came bade, 
Yo arranged two more tables beside Bethune, the 
nurses returned to work. Yo. Lin and Fong began to op¬ 
erate on two more wounded. 
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They worked swiftly, in complete silence. Suddenly 
the field telephone rang. Lin answered it. He listened, 
saying, “Yes. yes.” hung up and reported: “Field head¬ 
quarters. They say the troops coming down from the 
north are seven li away. Some of our men will be sent to 
try to hold them up. They order us to retreat at once." 
He washed his hands in disinfectant and rejoined Yo. 

Five minutes later the guard who had first given the 
alarm ran in. He stopped in stupefaction as he saw 
everyone quietly at work, then burst out: “At least 
seven hundred enemy troops have come over the 
mountain!” 

Bethunc waved him away. 

“But we have only nine guns between all the 
guardsmen!” 

“All the better. You'll have less to carry when we 
leave.” 

The soldier withdrew, his mouth hanging open in 
perplexity. 

The first rifle volley clattered suddenly across the 
valley. “Some of our men must be approaching the 
enemy,” Tung guessed. 

“Damnation!” Everyone whirled about as Bcthune 
cursed loudly. But he motioned them back to work with 
a gesture of irritation. “It’s nothing. I just cut my finger. 
Where in hell are we going to get some rubber gloves!” 
He held up his bare left hand, plunged it into iodine 
solution beside him, and went bade to work. 

Fifteen minutes later the last three wounded were 
brought in. Two of them were flesh wounds which Fong 
and Yo handled quickly by themselves. On Bethune s 
table the patient was a boy with a mangled leg. 

Bethune prepared him quickly for surgery, assisted by 
Tung and Cilia. The others, their work finished, went 
in and out on the run. helping the porters load the pack 
animals. 

Rifle fire broke out again, at closer range, echoing 


301 



rhythmically through the valley. Lin hurried in, followed 
by the guardsman. “Pai Chu En, you cannot delay 
a moment longer,” Lin urged. The guardsman, his broad 
peasant face covered with dismay, said in a choked 
voice: ‘‘The enemy has reached the second hill.” With¬ 
out looking up Bethune answered calmly: I am operat¬ 
ing. Leave at once — we will follow in a few minutes. 

“Pai Chu En,” Lin pleaded. “Tungtze -” 

“Everyone must leave at once,’ Bethune said harshly. 
“We will follow.” He swabbed the blood-encrusted leg. 

“No,” Lin said with sudden resolve. He seized 
Bethune’s arm. “I will not leave. 1 will operate. If 
anyone must stay I am the one. I will take over ... I 
will not permit you to continue operating. . . .” 

“I am in command, Lin tungtze. It is my order that 
everyone except Tung and myself and the stretcher- 
bearers leave at once. Take Chia with you. Anyone who 
disobeys will be cited to General Nich for disciplining. 

The boy on the table raised his head with a beseech¬ 
ing look. “I do not want you to stay because of me, dai 
fit.” Bethune forced his head bade gently. 

“Then you will have to cite me to General Nieh, Lin 
said. “If you will not leave I will stay and assist.” 

“Please go, dai fit” the soldier begged. “It is not a 
bad wound. Take me with you. or leave me, but please 
go before the enemy comes.” 

“It will only take a minute,” Bethune said. “If I spend 
a few minutes on it now I will be able to heal it later. 
If I leave it you will lose your leg.” Somewhere in the 
hills machine-gun fire suddenly cut across the ap¬ 
proaching rifle volleys. 

None of them remembered later how long the opera¬ 
tion lasted. But when it was over the stretcher-bearers 
were standing by. the soldier was borne away, still un¬ 
conscious. and Bethune yelled, “Take only what you 
can carry!” A minute later they were galloping along a 
narrow path from the village to the southern mountain. 


At the top of the mountain they paused for a moment 
to make sure the stretcher-bearers were coming up 
safely behind them. 

Down in the valley the enemy vanguard was entering 
the deserted village. 

Late at night they reached a village on the Tang River 
to which the wounded were now being brought from the 
front. They operated all night, rested the next day, then 
the unit split up. One group, headed by Yo and Lin, was 
to continue the inspection tour of the remaining hospi¬ 
tals. The other, with Bethune, Fong and Tung, was to 
work behind the shifting front. 

With this division of duty it would be possible for 
Bethune to leave immediately after a decision in the 
fighting. “If things go well,” he said to Tung, “I might 
still be able to get away in time to spend Christmas with 
my mother.” 

‘‘I hope there will be no other reason now to delay 
your leaving,” Tung said. “But what is the matter with 

your finger?” 

“Another of those damned infections ... Cut it in the 
mad rush ... the other day when we were attacked from 

the rear-Nothing to it.” 

After the day’s work Bethune spent the evening in bed, 
soaking the infected finger in saline solution. In the 
morning, when he appeared in the operating room, it 
was badly swollen. “Nothing to it ” he repeated, when 
he saw the others looking at it. But they noticed that he 
operated with less speed, holding the injured finger 
straight out, awkwardly. Once, when he knocked it 
against the table, he cried out sharply and then 
mumbled, "That was stupid, wasn’t it?” 

“I think,” Fong suggested, “it would be better if you 
stopped operating until it healed. I can do the operations 
while you rest.” 

“Nonsense,” Bethune replied, “I've had infected 
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fingers before. We’ll finish up here today and move on 
to the next station in the morning.” 

They didn’t leave in the morning. Hours after the 
animals had been loaded, Tung and Fong stood over 
Bethune as he lay on his Jiang. ‘‘I felt a little tired, 
tungtzemen. I’m sorry I’ve held things up.” 

He looked up at them apologetically. His eyes were 
dull. He kept moistening his dry lips with his tongue. 
Fever burned in the sunken hollows of his face. His hand 
was now like an immense polyp ready to burst. “Are we 

readv?” he asked. 

/ 

“You are very ill, dai fit,” Fong said in a low voice, 
putting his hand on the hot forehead. “The infection is 
worse. It has given you fever. I think I should incise the 
swelling immediately to drain the infection. Do you 
agree? 

Bethune thought a while, his eyes closed. “It might be 
a good idea,” he said at length. “Yes. do that. That’s all 
it needs. Then we will leave.” 

They brought the instruments to the room, Chia was 
summoned to assist, and outside the hut the other 
members of the unit gathered in heavy silence. As Fong 
made the cross-incision Chia, holding the instrument 
pan. began to weep. Bethune looked up at her wonder- 
inglv. “Why arc you crying? It’s only a nasty little in¬ 
fection. When it’s over we’ll leave, and tomorrow you’ll 
be assisting me again at Silver Town.” 

All day Tung and Fong stayed in the little room, 
while Bethune slept fitfully. His face grew more flushed, 
the wound suppurated, the infection crept into the fore¬ 
arm. In the evening Chang the cook called Fong to the 
door. “I have seen how he has made the dead live with 
his blood,” he whispered solemnly. “I offer my blood to 
help him.” Fong shook his head. “It is not that kind 
of illness. . . .” 

“What is it?" Bethune asked. 
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Fong tiptoed back into the room. "Nothing. ...” 
‘‘Well, it’s too late now to leave,” Bethune said 
vaguely. “We’ll have to wait till the morning again." He 

turned painfully and dozed off. 

During the night troops passed through the village, 
reporting the enemy had taken Silver Town to the north. 
They were on the way to the front to counterattack, they 
said. After they had gone Tung issued a warning to the 
unit: Bethune was not to be told of the fighting. 

The next day dawned gray and cold. Rain fell fitfully 
on the village. Bethune awakened slowly, listening for 
a long time to the wind whirling through the courtyard. 
As he listened, he thought his ears were playing him 
strange tricks again, for in the distance he seemed to 

hear the booming of cannon. 

“Do you hear the sound of artillery?” he asked Tung 
and Fong when they came to see him. “Is there any 
fighting going on?" They looked at each other, and shook 
their heads. He dozed, awoke at noon and heard the 
sounds of airplanes overhead. 

He pushed himself from the h'ang, got into his padded 
cotton uniform, opened the window, and shouted loudly 

for Tung. 

He was buttoning his jacket when Tung and Fong 
came running. He swayed slightly, an angry look on his 
flushed face. “What sort of lies arc you feeding me!" he 
blazed. “Do you consider me an idiot? Who is respon¬ 
sible for tricking me? Never mind —we’ll discuss it later. 
There’s fighting north of here, that’s clear. Get the men 
ready to leave as quickly as possible. Why do you keep 
me here, like an invalid? I have an infected finger, noth¬ 
ing more. Fools! You should use me like a machine 

gun ... I want the whole unit to be ready to leave at 
1*1 

once! 
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They roof, towards the front through drizzling rain. 
They had pleaded with Bethune, promising to bring the 
wounded to the village, using every stratagem they could 
think of, but he had mounted his mare and waited for 
the others to follow, repeating stubbornly: “My hand is 
all right.” 

He rode ahead of the others in silence, slouched pre¬ 
cariously in the saddle, his bad arm tucked into his coat. 
At the foot of a mountain, when the trail became a 
muddy bog. he walked on foot, holding onto the saddle 
with his right arm. 

On the other side of the mountain they crossed more 
hills, slipping and falling in the mud. In a long wood 
they broke branches from the trees to serve as walking 
sticks. When they came out of the forest they mounted 
again and rode into a blizzard. They camped for the 
night at the very center of the howling snowstorm, with 
only the trees for shelter. While the others ate their 
meager rations, Bethune pushed himself painfully into 
his sleeping bag without food. He fell into a deep sleep. 

In the morning they set out again, riding steadily till 
they had covered 70 li and readied the vicinity of the 
fighting. In a vast, sandy valley they found a casualty 
clearing center with no doctors, nurses or first-aid-facili¬ 
ties. Without dismounting Bethune issued instructions 
for the wounded to be taken to Wang Chia Chuang, ten 
li away, commanded the rest of the unit to follow him 
there, and galloped off. 

At Wang Chia Chuang he led the way to the regimen¬ 
tal medical office, and fainted in the saddle. When he 
came to he was lying on a k'ang in the office, Tung and 
Fong and the regimental officers standing over him anx¬ 
iously. “Telephone all commanders in the field,” he said 
to Tung, “that we have arrived. Notify them all 
wounded should be sent directly to Wang Chia Chuang. 
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If you can't reach them by phone, send special mes¬ 
sengers. As soon as the first wounded arrive I shall be 
ready to operate. I’ll be all right after I get some rest.” 
He closed his eyes, and it was difficult to tell whether he 
was awake or asleep. 

Fong took his temperature, whispering to Tung: "He 
has fever. He is in greater danger than many of the 
wounded will be.” 

During the afternoon Bethune lay quietly, sometimes 
sleeping, sometimes with his eyes open, staring unblink- 
ingly at the ceiling. He no longer tried to hide the pain 
stabbing through his arm. Late in the afternoon he asked 
for drugs for a severe headache. In the evening his 
temperature rose above 40° C. He began to talk 
incoherently. 

“Have the wounded arrived. Fong? I will be ready 
when they arrive ... You do the arms and legs. Be sure 
to call me for the chest, stomach and head wounds. Why 
arc they taking so long with the wounded? They must 
hurry... I have to leave for America... I have a terrible 
headache ... My finger is all right... What's an infected 
finger?... Use me like a machine gun ... I shall bring 
back money and supplies from America ... Let them 
try to stop me in Chungking, let them try . .. I'll make 
a fuss that will be heard round the world... Hurry, 
lads, bring the next patient... No time to waste, lads .. . 
Bring them in three at a time....” 

During the night his head cleared and he insisted on 
taking his place in the operating theater, but was forci¬ 
bly restrained by Fong and Tung. In the morning he was 
worse again: now the spreading infection had engulfed 
the elbow. Fong, who had worked all night in his place, 
incised his arm in the hope that the pus would drain. 
This time he felt some relief, but word came from field 
headquarters that the Japanese were moving towards 
the village from Wu Mi Ti. and it was necessary to 
evacuate again. 
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At first Bethune refused to go. “In a few hours I shall 
be able to operate again,” he said to all their pleas. It 
was only when the field commander, a Colonel Chi, ar¬ 
rived in person to order him evacuated, that he finally 
agreed. 

Now the trek began southwards through the moun¬ 
tains and valleys, away from the Mo Tien Ling front, 
with Bethune on a stretcher, Fong and Shou riding 
beside him, and Tung leading the way on the Japanese 
mare. ... 
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In yellow stone village, in the house of Yu. the land¬ 
lord, Bethune lay trembling on the k'ang. “Why is it so 
cold, Tung?” he kept asking. “Is there no fire in the 
stove? I am terribly cold.” All day he had asked for 
more heat, his teeth chattering, though he was covered 
with fur rugs and the stove cast a cheery glow in the 
room. Now Tung threw another rug over him. but still 
he said feeblv. “I am cold.” 

For a day and a night they had come through the moun¬ 
tains to Yellow Stone Village from Wang Chia Chuang. 
Here, yesterday, among the great peaks, the villagers 
had gathered round the stretcher, pain and disbelief on 
their faces. Here a partisan detachment, on their way 
to Sky-Kissing Peak, had adopted a resolution of self- 
sacrifice in his name. Here a courier had come from Gen¬ 
eral Nich with the message that Bethune was to be 
brought safely out of the menaced area at all costs. 

Day and night Tung and Fong stayed in the room, 
spelling each other off only for short naps. Bethune lay 
restlessly on the k’ang, retching often, shrinking visibly 
under their watchful eyes. Fong incised, cauterized, used 
the few meager drugs that might counteract the infec¬ 
tion. but nothing arrested the blood poisoning which 
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was discoloring the arm. In the end. despairingly, he 
suggested amputation. 

Bethune shook his head. “No. Fong, he said in a 
feeble voice. “I'd give both my arms to live, tungtzc. 
But it is no longer a matter of the arm. It's in the blood. 
Septicemia. Nothing can help me.” 

“But let me try.” Fong begged. “Perhaps ..." 

“It would do no good.” Bethune stared at his assistant. 
“You have become a fine surgeon, Fong. Your skill is 
greater than many who have been trained in the best 
universities ... I'm proud of you ... it would be fitting 
for you to do it if it would help. But I know the condi¬ 
tion well... too well. In Europe and America new drugs 
are being found that might help. But we have so little 
even of the old drugs ... Thank you. Fong ... It would 
be useless. ...” He seemed to doze. Then he said in a 
voice little more than a whisper: “You can leave me for 
a while. I’d like to be alone.” Fong and Tung looked at 
each other uncertainly. “I shall call you when I want 

you. 

They went out silently, avoiding each other’s eyes. In 
the street the villagers looked at them questioningly. but 
they said nothing. They walked to the village gate, then 
Tung said, “We should not leave him alone." 

“No,” Fong sighed. 

They retraced their steps to Yu’s compound and sat 
on the bench under the window of Bethunc’s room. The 
sun moved slowly across the valley as they kept their 
vigil. The men finished their work in the fields and 
gathered outside the compound wall, standing in at¬ 
tentive rows as if waiting for a village meeting to begin. 
Then it was night, and in the darkness the villagers 
looked over the wall at Tung and Fong, as they sat 
stiffly before the window, staring with dilated eyes into 
the room where Bethune lay stretched on the k ong. 

“I look at him,” Fong said at length, “and I feel he 
has even counted up the hours he has left... Of all men 
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in the world, how lonely he must be! He must not die!” 

Tung began to weep, quietly, without shame, with 
head erect. ‘‘Forgive my weak tears,” he said. ‘‘They are 
a spring that will soon run dry. It is more bitter for 
him than for all the others I have seen. If he dies he will 
be dying the second time. And he is only 49 years old. 
Do you understand? Every man dies — so many of our 
own have died —but all of us have one life and one 
passing, and he has had many lives and this will be his 
second death. Did you know? This is the second time he 
is dying, and there will not be enough tears in all China 
to mourn his second passing....” 

‘‘Not in all China,” Fong said. ‘‘No, tungtze, not in 
all the world will there be enough tears.” 


Through the window they watched Bethune raise 
himself slowly on the k'ang , holding his left arm as if it 
were being stabbed by a thousand needles. Dragging it 
carefully he stood up, lit the lamp beside the k'ang and 
knelt beside the chest in which he kept his papers. He 
swayed dizzily for a moment, but the spell seemed to pass. 
With his right hand he extracted the papers he wanted, 
laid them on the k'ang and crawled back into bed. 

For a long time he lay with his head back, breathing 
heavily. Then he forced himself into a sitting position, 
with his back against the wall, drew his fountain pen 
from a breast pocket, and began to write, holding the 
paper against his knees with his right arm as he wrote. 
From time to time he let his arm fall and leaned his 
head against the wall till his strength returned. 

He was writing his last will and testament to Staff 
Headquarters: 

Dear General Nieh: 

1 am fatally ill. I am going to die. I have some last 
favours to ask of you. 
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Please inform T. B., Toronto, Canada, of my fate... 
and also the China Aid Council (of New York). Tell 
them I have been happy here, and my only regret is 

that I shall not be able to do more. 

To B-(New York) I send my Japanese and Chinese 

swords. ... . ,, , 

All my photographs, diaries, narratives and all the 

motion pictures of our army are to be turned over to 
T.B. Inform him that a motion picture will be com¬ 
pleted soon. 1 

I should like you to ask the China Aid Council to 
remit some money to my divorced wife, on my behalf - 
perhaps in instalments. My responsibility to her is un¬ 
deniable, and I cannot leave her cut off simply because 
I myself have no money. Tell her that I have been very 

happy. 

My two cots are for you and Mrs. Nieh. My two pairs 
of English shoes also go to you. My riding boots and 
trousers I should like to give to General Lu. Division 
Commander Ho can select what he pleases from among 
my things as a memento from me. 

My two cases should be given to the director of the 
Sanitary Service of our army area. Dr. Yo is to have 
eight of my surgical instruments. Dr. Lin eight and Dr. 
Fong eight. Dr. Chiang, the principal of the Medical 
School, may choose two as souvenirs. 

I would like to give a blanket each to Shou, my at¬ 
tendant, and Chang, my cook. A pair of Japanese shoes 
should also go to Shou. 

We need 250 pounds of quinine and 300 pounds of 
iron compounds each year. These are for the malaria 
and anemia patients. Never buy medicine in such cities 
as Paoting, Tientsin and Peiping again. The prices 
there are twice as much as in Shanghai and Hong Kong. 
Express my warmest thanks to Miss Ho for the assistance 

she has rendered us. 

Give my everlasting love to T.B. and all my Ca¬ 
nadian and American friends. Tell them I have been 
very happy.My only regret is that I shall now be unable 

to do more. 

1 No motion picture ever arrived. 


371 



The last two years have been the most significant, 
the most meaningful years of my life. Sometimes it has 
been lonely, but I have found my highest fulfillment 
here among my beloved comrades. 

I have no strength now to write more ... To you and 
to all my comrades, a thousand thanks . 2 

Norman Bethune 

When he finished writing he fell back in exhaustion, 
letting the sheets fall to the floor. 
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Another day passed. Urgent inquiries came from Gen¬ 
eral Nieh, from Yenan, from the Chin-Cha-Chi gov¬ 
ernment. from the troops in the field. Tung and Fong 
continued their vigil, hoping against hope. Now Bethune 
could keep nothing on his stomach, but in his eyes there 
burned a light that was more than fever. 

Possessed by some strange last burst of energy he 
dictated a list of recommendations to Tung on the 
future of the medical services, slept till evening, 
awakened suddenly and asked: “How is the fighting 
going, tungtzemen ?” 

“Many troops are engaged at Mo Tien Ling,” Tung 
said softly. “The enemy is throwing large forces into 
the mountains, but we are leading them into a trap. 
General Lu has troops waiting to fall on them from the 
rear.” 

“Then it will be as General Nieh predicted," Bethune 
whispered. After a long silence, his face turned 
up towards the ceiling, he added: “There will be 
many wounded . .. We should send a courier to have 
tungtzemen Yo and Lin lead the other unit to the 
front....” 

Night closed in on Yellow Stone Village. Bethune 
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shivered on the k'ang, his teeth clenched. In the light 
of the candle his eyes became dark hollows. 

Early in the morning he seemed to rouse himself. In 
an unusually vibrant voice he said: “Tung, my papers 
on the chest — would you give them to me? When 
Tung hesitated he said again: “My papers ... I need 
them, Tung.” There was a note in his voice that moved 

Tung to comply. 

Bethune pawed awkwardly through scores of manu¬ 
scripts, letters, reports, diaries, raising his head painfully, 
till he found what he wanted. He let the other papers 
fall to the floor and tried to read it, but the effort was 
too exhausting. He held it out to Tung with his good 
arm and said: ‘‘My letter to General Nieh. and this . . . 
Everything I have to say is in them.” 

Tung took the manuscript from his trembling fingers. 
It was something Bethune had written in Shansi. It was 
titled, “Wounds”: 

The kerosene lamp overhead makes a steady, buzz¬ 
ing sound like an incandescent hive of bees. Mud walls. 
Mud floor. Mud bed. White paper windows. Smell of 
blood and chloroform. Cold. Three o’clock in the morn¬ 
ing, winter, North China, near Linchu, with the Eighth 

Route Army. 

Men with wounds. ... 

Old filthy bandages stuck to the skin with blood- 
glue. Careful. Better moisten first. Through the thigh. 
Pick the leg up. Why, it’s like a bag. a long, loose red 
stocking. What kind of a stocking? A Christmas stocking. 

Where’s that line strong rod of bone now? In a dozen 
pieces. Pick them out with your fingers; white as a dog’s 
teeth, sharp and jagged. Now feel. Any more left? Yes. 
here. Is this muscle dead? Pinch it. Yes, it’s dead. Cut it 
out. How can that heal? How can those muscles, once 
so strong, now so torn, so devastated, so ruined, resume 
their proud tension? 

Gangrene is a cunning, creeping fellow. Is this one 
alive? Yes, he lives. Technically speaking, he is alive. 


37:1 



Give him saline intravenously. Perhaps the innumer¬ 
able tiny cells of his body will remember. They may re¬ 
member the hot salty sea, their ancestral home, their 
first food. With the memory of a million years, they 
may remember other tides, other oceans, and life being 
born of the sea and the sun. 

And this one. Will he run along the road beside his 
mule at another harvest, with cries of happiness? No, 
that one will never run again. How can you run with 
one leg? What will he do? Why, he’ll sit and watch the 
other boys run. What will he think? He 11 think 
what you and I would think. Don’t pity him —pity 
would diminish his sacrifice. He did this for the de¬ 
fence of China. 

How beautiful the body is; how perfect its parts; 
with what precision it moves; how obedient, proud and 
strong; how terrible when torn. The little flame of life 
sinks lower and lower, and with a flicker goes out. It 
goes out like a candle, quietly and gently. It makes its 
protest at extinction, then submits. It has its say, then 
is silent. 

Any more? Four Japanese prisoners. Bring them in. 
In this community of pain there arc no enemies. Cut 
away that bloodstained uniform. Stop that hemorrhage. 
Lay them beside the others. Why, they’re alike as 
brothers! 

Are these professional man-killers? No, these are 
amateurs-in-arms. Workman’s hands. These are workers 
in uniform. 

No more. Six in the morning. God. it's cold in this 
room. Open the door. Over the distant, dark-blue 
mountains, a pale, faint line of light appears in the cast. 
In an hour the sun will be up. To bed and sleep. 

But sleep will not come. What is the cause of this 
cruelty, this stupidity? A million workmen come from 
Japan to kill or mutilate a million Chinese workmen. 
Why should the Japanese worker attack his brother 
worker, who is forced merely to defend himself? Will 
the Japanese worker benefit by the death of the Chinese? 
No. how can he gain? Then in God’s name, who will 
gain? Who is responsible for sending these Japanese 
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workmen on this murderous mission? Who will profit 
from it? 

Is it possible that a few rich reactionary men. a 
small class of men, have persuaded a million men to 
attach and attempt to destroy another million men as 
poor as they? So that these rich may be richer still? 
Terrible thought! How did they persuade these poor 
men to come to China? By telling them the truth? No, 
they would never have come if they had known the 

truth. 

Did they dare tell these workmen that they only 
wanted cheaper raw materials, more markets and more 
profit? No, they told them that this brutal war was 
“The Destiny of the Race,” it was for the "Glory of the 
Emperor,” it was for the "Honor of the State.” 

False, false as hell! 

The agents of a criminal war of aggression such as this 
must be looked for like the agents of other crimes, such 
as murder, among those who are likely to benefit from 
these crimes. Will the 80,000.000 workers of Japan, the 
poor farmers, the unemployed industrial workers - 
will they gain? No, these never benefit from such 

WarS * 

It would seem inescapable that the militarists and the 
reactionary finance capitalists of Japan are the only 
class likely to gain by this mass murder, this authorized 
madness, this sanctified butdicry. That ruling class, the 
true State, stands accused. Behind the army stand the 
militarists. Behind the militarists stands reactionary 
finance capital. 

What do these enemies of the human race look like. 
Do they wear on their foreheads a sign so that they may 
be told, shunned and condemned as criminals? No. On 
the contrary, they arc the respectable ones. They are 
honoured. They call themselves and are called, gentle¬ 
men. They are the pillars of the state, of the church, of 
society. They support private and public charity out of 
the excess of their wealth. In their private lives they 
are kind and considerate. 

These men make the wounds. 
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That morning, as the men were trooping out of the 
village for the day’s labor in the fields, they saw Tung 
standing in the doorway of Yu’s house. They stopped 
at the courtyard wall and inquired after Pai Chu En 
“He is dead,” Tung said. 

It was twenty minutes after five, November 13, 1939. 
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They carried him through the mountains, a funeral 
cortege of fighters and comrades. Under cover of dark¬ 
ness they wound slowly westwards, moving from village 
to village for five nights, hiding the body in peasants’ 
huts during the day. 

In the villages where he had healed the sick and the 
wounded they stopped for brief ceremonies. They 
lowered the stretcher on which he lay; Tung spoke of his 
life and death; the people filed by to see him for the last 
time, weeping. Then they went on again under the 
starry skies. They buried him in a valley in East Shansi, 
leaving a simple marking over his grave. 

The news spread over the Sth Route Army wireless 
system, leaving those who heard it staring and silent. 
At his headquarters in the Wutai Mountains General 
Nich wept while his staff sat about him with bowed 
heads. 

In a message to the people of Canada Dr. Richard 
Brown said. “Norman Bethune boasted he was a Com¬ 
munist. I sav he was a Saint of God.” 

0 

At the front the troops swooped out of the mountains 
crying “Pai Chu En!” as they closed the trap on the 
Japanese force, killing General Abe, his entire staff 
and every enemy soldier with him. 

In caves, in the hospitals and schools he had estab¬ 
lished. in the myriad villages where he had brought 
medicine and modern hygiene for the first time, the 



people mourned. “We mourn more than the passing of 
a man,” Mao Tse-tung told his countrymen: 

Dr. Bethune’s devotion to the common people is a 
lesson for all. The manner in which we commemorate 
his death indicates how deep an imprint his personality 
has made on us. All of us should emulate his unselfish 
spirit. It should become a starting point for us to be¬ 
come individuals useful to the people. An individual 
may have great or little ability, but with such a spirit he 
can become a man of importance, of integrity, of virtue 
who forsakes self-interest for the interest of the people. 

At Yenan the troops of the 8th Route Army gathered 
in a mighty memorial. Row upon row they stood, filling 
a vast corner of the valley between the honeycombed 
cliffs. From an improvised tribunal, before a giant 
picture of Bethunc, Chu Teh, the Commander in Chief 
of all the Communist armies, spoke to them: 

The death of Comrade Bethune is a great bereave¬ 
ment. We have suffered a tremendous loss that fills 
every comrade of the 8th Route Army with pain. With 
his great love, his sympathy, his courage in struggle he 
achieved the highest standards of revolutionary virtue. 

He dedicated his life to the cause of China’s national 
emancipation. The Chinese nation will recall him with 
love and admiration, and some day all progressive 
mankind will dicrish his memory. 

Our fighting men and leaders will commemorate his 
sacrifice with tears of grief, and with courage multiplied 
a hundredfold by his example. 

"Down with the invaders!" the vast throng dianted. 
“Remember Dr. Bethune!” 

“Everything for the struggle! Remember Dr. Bethune!" 

“Long live free China! Remember Dr. Bethune!" 

“Peace for the world! Remember Dr. Bethune!" 
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EPILOGUE 


In the valley in East Shansi they built him a tomb. All 
about were the Japanese, pressing in with their tanks 
and planes, but by decree of the Chin-Cha-Chi ad¬ 
ministration and the 8th Route Army the valley was set 
aside as an eternal national shrine. 

They built it together — soldiers and artists and 
laborers. They built it with precious marble, stone and 
love. 

While the war which had begun on their soil engulfed 
the world, while the sound of enemy guns came closer, 
they trimmed and terraced the mountains facing the 
valley. At the base of the mountains they planted a 
circle of trees. At the north end, facing south, they set 
up immense tablets bearing the names of twenty-five 
thousand soldiers who had fallen in combat. In the west, 
facing eastwards, they set up the stone over Bethune’s 
grave. In the south they built an open-air auditorium. 
It was a poet’s trilogy celebrating the heroism of the 
people, the worth of the individual, the duty of the 
living to remember. 

During a year of suffering and defeat they toiled at it. 
They had to cart the marble a distance of 30 miles, 
across a Japanese blockade line, working only at night 
to elude the enemy. For three hundred and sixty-five 
nights they stole back and forth through the enemy's 
strong points with the precious materials. 

When it was finished, the Japanese attacked and 
seized the entire area. For three weeks they used the 
memorial valley as a practice gun range. On October 15, 
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1941, as they were being driven out. they dynamited all 
the tablets still standing and emptied their guns into 
Bethune’s tomb. “I swear,” General Nieh said when he 
heard the news, “that I shall never return to the valley 
until the desecration has been repaired.” 

Nine years later he returned. Now no foreign army 
remained on the Chinese mainland. He was no longer 
military commander of Chin-Cha-Chi but deputy chief 
of staff of the Chinese People’s Liberation Army. The 
power of those who had blockaded Chin-Cha-Chi was 
broken. Tung was a magistrate again. Mao Tsc-tung 
was chairman of the governing council of the People's 
Republic of China, the first united republic in 5000 years 
of Chinese history. Chu Teh was commander in chief. 
From Yenan to Peking there stretched a chain of 
Bcthune International Peace Hospitals and Bcthune 
Medical Schools. And for the doctors and students of the 
new China, the pledge of dedication to the people's 
health was a pledge to emulate the life and example of 
Norman Bcthune. 

He died on the morning of November 13. 1939, and 
every year doctors, writers, government leaders, work¬ 
ingmen, peasants commemorate the day throughout 
the country — five hundred million people from Shanghai 
to Tibet, from Canton to the Great Wall, from Mao to 
the school children who remember only echoes of the 
war. 

From out of the mountains they come, from the 
villages of Shensi, Shansi, Hopei, from the capital at 
Peking — long lines of peasants, workers, city-dwellers, 
veterans of 25 years of struggle. In the open auditorium 
in the valley they hear again of the bloody battles in 
which his name became a battle cry. Then, thousands 
upon thousands, they file into the memorial, surrounded 
by a high octagonal wall. They enter between two slim 
towers joined by a simple archway. From a granite 
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pedestal a statue of Bethune looks down upon them. 
Well behind the statue, in the center of the spacious 
enclosure, rising up out of a great five-pointed star, is 
the tomb itself, a pure white marble square fixed on a 
massive base. Surmounting it, and embedded in ihe 
marble as if resting on his breast, is a great globe of the 
world hewn out of solid rock. 

On the four sides of the tomb are black panels with 
inscriptions in English and Chinese, lettered in gold: 

The internationalist spirit of Comrade Norman Bethune 
is worthy to be learned by all Chinese Communists and 
respected by all the Chinese people. 

Central Committee of the Communist Party 

of China 

The scientist and revolutionary of the masses. 

General Nieh Yung-chen 

The most valorous fighter on the front of the emancipa¬ 
tion of mankind. 

General Lu Cheng-tsao 

The eternal brilliancy. 

Tung Yueii Chian 
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THE APHORISMS OF DR. NORMAN BETHU NE 


In our highly geared, modern industrial society there 
is no such thing as private health - all health is public. 

The contest in the world today is between two kinds 
of men: those who believe in the old jungle individu¬ 
alism, and those who believe in co-operative efforts for 
the securing of a better life for all. 

The palliative measures suggested by most of our 
political quacks arc like aspirin tablets given for a 
syphilitic headache. They may relieve; they will never 
cure. 

Let us take the profit, the private economic profit, out 
of medicine and purify the profession of rapacious 
individualism. Let us make it disgraceful to enrich 
ourselves at the expense of our fellow men. 

Twenty-five years ago it was thought contemptible to 
be called a Socialist.Today it is ridiculous not to be one. 

Let us say to the people - not “How much have you 
got?” but "How best can we serve you?” 

Charity must be abolished and justice substituted. 
Charity debases the donor and debauches the recipient. 

Medical reforms, such as limited health insurance 
schemes, are not socialized medicine. They arc the 
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bastard forms of socialism produced by belated hu- 
manitarianism out of necessity. 

Medicine, as we are practicing it, is a luxury trade. 
We are selling bread at the price of jewels. 

The function of medicine is greater than the mainte¬ 
nance of the doctor’s position; the security of the people’s 
health is our primary duty; we are the servants not the 
masters of the people; human rights are above profes¬ 
sional privileges. 

Any scheme to cure tuberculosis which does not 
consider man as a whole, as the resultant of environ¬ 
mental strains and stresses, is bound to fail. 

Creation is not and never has been a genteel gesture. 
It is rude, violent and revolutionary. 

All accounts of returned travelers from strange lands 
and foreign shores are essentially self-disclosatory and 
unwittingly autobiographical in character. Criticism 
becomes the critique of the critic. 

Our profession must arouse itself from its scientific 
and intensely personal preoccupation and become 
socially-minded, realizing the inseparability of health 
and economic security. 

Our watchword must be - Doctors! Go to the wounded. 
Don’t wait for the wounded to go to you. 

Be a leader though you only lead yourself, for every 
leader starts by first leading himself. 

Words were invented by man to describe action. Use 
them for their original purpose. 
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Let us be ruthless in our criticism, cruel to personal 
vanities, indifferent to age. rank or experience if these 
stand in our way. Let all theories be subjected to the 
bright clear light of practice. 

Only through art can the truth of a non-shared ex¬ 
perience be transmitted. Art should be the legitimate 
and recognizable child of experience. 

The artist enters eagerly into the life of man. of all 
men. He becomes all men in himself. He reminds the 
world of its dark ancestry, shows the world its present 
and points the way to its future. 

The function of the artist is to disturb. His duty is to 
arouse the sleeper, to shake the complacent pillars of 
the world. 

The artist is an agitator, a disturber of the peace - 
quick, impatient, positive, restless and disquieting. He 
is the creative spirit of life working in the soul of man. 
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